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TO THE 


—_— 


NOE main Intendment of thus ſmall Cola. 


on, 1 to recreate and refrejh our Devotions 


at the Sacred Banquet, where we have a Taſte 
of thoſe Foys that flow from the Supreme Throne. 


THE Gloomy and Tragick Scene diſplay d 
at the Lords Table, does not forbid onr Foy 
in the Lord: Muſick becomes a Feaft ſo divine 


and delightful; and, ub t bat we bad the Tongues 


„ S-raphims, to ſing tbe Praiſes of our bleeding 


. 1 
THE Pro viſion of ths Table is the Admira- 


READER: 


tion, and Entertainment of Angels: We fland | 


upon bigher Ground, and ſhall it nat then fill us 
wi:b hig ber Raptures of Love and Vonder. 


_ THIS Myſterious Feaft does not only repre- 


| ſent the Aﬀections and Agonies F our Great 


Redeemer, bat gi ves ws a plec/ing Taſte of the | 
pure Felicities Above, where we ſhall jam wth © 
Angels in ſinging Anthemsof Pleaſure and Praiſe 

to um who ſas upon the Throne, and to be 


Lamb for e ver. 


ALL Parts of Divine Warſhip Bade their 


peculiar Reliſh, but the Sacrifice of Praiſe R 


Az cell; 1} 


” 


4 


75 


O the Þ 1 L R. 


cells em all; it gives, in ſame Meaſure, pre- 
ſent poſſeſſion of Celeſtial Joys. Here the wea- 
ried Mind is refreſhd with ſome Drops that 
deſcend from the River of Pleaſures at GOD's 
Right-Hand ; and this impirfet Guſt can't but 
inflame our Deſires after fuller Fruition. 

PRAISE i the Muſick of Heaven, the De- 
light of GO D, and bis Glorious Attendants ; 
and here we begin theſe Hallelujahs in which 
we hope to be eternally employ'd. Hence "tis that 
the Pialms, and Spiritual.Songs, have, in 
all Ages, been emert ain d with a diſtinguiſhing 
Veneration and Complacency. Ea 

Among the Jews, none might go into the 
Desks of the Singing Men, but Perſons of Note, 


aud among them. the Levites only bore their 


Part in the Vocal-Maſick ; nor might any Juin 


with 'em in the Iuſtrumental, excepting ſuch 


who were in near affinity to the Prieſthood, and 
| bad addicted emſelves to Muſical-Devotion, * 
THE Jews bad their greater and leſſer 


Hallel; che leſſer, call d tbe Egyptian Hallel, 


which was a Hymn collected our of the Pſalms, 
and ſung in commemoration of their Deli rance 
dent of Egypt. 
IHE greater Hallel they ſung at tbe Paſſ- 
over. That which they commonly called The 


Cup of Hallej, Chriſt took, and ordam'd 


fo 


_—_— G EPA „ 


» Lightfoot, 70 II. 
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DER. 


for the Cup of the New Teſtament in his 


Blood : And aſter it, He, and His Diſciples, 
ſung the Hymn, or the Hal'e] ont, which 
begun at Plalm 113. and ended with Pſalma 
1 e 

THE #p»ſtoliek and Primitive Chrilians, 


in l be ir ſorrewful Retirements rt eib d emſelwes 
' with Pſalms, ard Spiritual- Songs; during 


the Adminiſtrazicn of the Holy Supper, they 
ſang Spiritual Hymns, and Pſa ms. 


IHE gr-at Reaſon that induc'd Thodoret, 

. who liv'd in the Vth Century ro begin bis 
| Commentaries wh an Expoſition of the 
Pſalms, was vecauſe he lovkt upon em as the 

woof uſefu] Parts of Scripture, for the Emer- 


tainment of pioum Minds, | 


Caſſiodorus, 21 Flouriſh d in the VIth 


Century, no ſooner taſtes the Sweetneſs of the 
Pſalms, but be wholly gave up bimſelf to the 
reading of em, and ſh:s bow they were ſung 
to the Office of the Night and Morning. 


'TÞ obſerv'1 cf Kt. Auſten, t bat bear- 


ung tbe heavenly ſing ing of Pſalms at Milan, 
Vas one means of bis Converſion. f 


IN brief, Hymns and Pſalms made up 4 


conſiderable Part of Divine Worſhip in thoſe 


early Days of Chriſtianity.  *T was tuſiomary 


—— _ 
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Aug. Confeſ. is, Cf 5, 7. quantum flevi in 
Hymnis. . 


ar Ong. — 


To the þ N 


among em to (ing Plalms and Heavenly 
Hymns at Dinner, and Clemens Alexan- 
drinus pleads wy 1 
 CHRYSOSTOM alſo argues for it to be 
40 d at ordinary Works, as well as at and after 
Meals. | 
WE read of thr Hon f the Church, 
the Hymns of Nepos, be Hymns f „Am- R 
broſe, and Hymn, pro vun g the Divinity of * ves 
Chritt. . 
IN Pliny r. Hus ger s Time, the Chriſti- 
ans aſſembled daily in the Mirring to ſing 4 
Hymn to Chriſt, in Honour of bis 5 OD. In : 
France, the Reform ie, from Popery was . 
begun UC Singing Pſalms, it went on ſucceſſ=, Su 
fully, tl a Ch:ck was put to its Progreſs by are 
be Curdinal of Lorr ain, Who Procur 'd ſome of 
obſcene Poems to be turn d 1310 French, and bret 
ſet to Plalm- Tunes, and ſung i in room of the J 
Holy Pſalms. : and 
N. ow, to render this Di vine Work more plea- ſelv 
{ant, eſbecinly at the Solemn Feaſt, I cud tate 
ih ery COMMUNICANT 2% d furniſh bim-' 1 
elf 223: a Book, rbat they might (ing at that. 
| Plel d Ordinance 25 Wit Bout ib; tireſome way | 
af giving eut every lane Thus is the Pract ict 
tue Reformed Churches abroad, in b 
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T Kzi Fanαν,jjue = Pædag. Lib. i. Cap. i. + aths 
a. Mart. Euitb. modi 


- Comms mon ut pr. 


To the R E A D E R. 


Common as wel! as Sacramental Singing: 


And 1; all ow Congregations and Families 
n d this Method, mn 10u'd miphtily promote 
tibi, Heaven) Work, aud render it more hke 

the Harmonirius Melod: Above. 


IF there be any Communicants that can't 


read, this ill be an lndu mem 16 learn, or at 


leaf? tr exci:e em to bring up their Children to rea- 
ding. Au if Her- be [rune who are nct able 10 buy | 
Bock , u paves ihe R ch @ new Ocea ſom 10 Ho- 


nour GOP with be er Subſtance, by aſſiſting thim. 


THE Proteſtants / France, Germany, 


. Swedeland, Denmark, Switzerland,. 


ere very remarkable fer their pleaſant Singing 
of Pſalms, and no wonder, ſince they are 


Prem bi up 0 Sing by Notes, as well as Reading. 


 IWOUD 4% recommend it to Families, 


and Publick Aﬀemblics, ro accuſtom em- 


ſel ves to a mere quick way of Singing, which [ 
tate to be cgrecabie 10 the primitive Frodiice. 
THE Great Athanaſius, (Biſhop of Alex. 
andria ) and St. Auſtin, (Biſhp of Hippo) 
7 par icular, approv'd of this quick and ex- 
pedale Mode of Singing, (the former Wwiſh'd 
tere eſtubliſh'd in the Church.) + | 
7 Tutiuſq; 
Athaniſio (x 
modico fle xu 


; CY 


— — 
mihi vide: ur quod de Alexand. Epiſc. 
e mihi dictum commtmine, qui tam 
vocts faciabat ſonare lectoram Pſalmi, 


i ut hronunciarei vicinior eſſet quam C. menti. Aug. 


: „ _ 
[ Confe'. Lil. x. Cap. xxx ii 


BUT, 


AS — 


To the RE A D E R. 


BUT, after all, 'tis not the external Niese © 


or any artificial Tarns given to it, that the A 
mighty regards ; the Modulation of the Voice 
without a due Ele vation of the Heart, is but 


as a ſounding Braſs, or tinckling Cymbal, 


a bodily Service, that profits nothing. 
IT remains onl; that I tell ye, hrt wm the 


enſuing Collection, I male u, of Tate od 
Brady's Verſion of the Pſalms, and Maſon's 
Spiritual Songs. A few Things | borrow'd | 
from Mr. Herbert, Patrick, Boyle, Sten- 


net, Davies, 


BUT am m blig'd to the Igenious Adr. 
Watts, whoſe Divine Compoſures claim the 
greateſt Share in the Performance: He bas found 


out the h:fpy MA. an at once, to grat:fietbe Cancy, 


and guide it to its proper End c Operation, 
That Air of Ser iouſueſi, inter mi xt 2c it b be bebe 
Images tbat iluſtrate b:s Poems, aim: aby 3 
ſerve to kindle the Fut of Spiritual Affection in 


#he Reader, 


TH AT GOD would crown with Suceek, | 
all Attempt: for the Advancement of Se- 
rious Picty and Praiſe, re the ſincere 


Prayers of | 
mn js Your Servant, 
Warrin2ton, 
Mey. 1712. 
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HYMNS. 


but 
bal, Sacred to the 
5 
ele LORD 1A BLE, Ge. 
a | 3 
on? — 1 | 1 
ow d | H * M N 3 
Ly LORY to GOD that walks the Sky, 
f | And fends his Bleſſings thro), 5 
Ar. That tells bis Saints of Joys on bigh, | 
. the And gives a Tatlte below. 
ſound 2 Glory to GOD that ſtoops his Throne, 
arch, That Dutt and Worms may ſee'r, 
And brings a Glimpſe of Glory down, 
on” Around his ſacred Feet. . 1 


3 When Chrift. with all his Graces crown, 
Shcqd«s his kind Beatns abroad, 5 
10 n Lis a young Heav'n on earthly Ground, 
— And Glory in the Bud. | 
uceell, 4 Ablooming Paradiſe of Joy, : 
Se- In this wild Deſart ſprings ; 
ſincere And ey ry Senſe it do's employ, 

On ſweet Cæleſtial Things. 


5 Buy oh how ſoon my Joys decay! 

| "Row ſoon my Sins ariſe! | 
And tnateh the heavenly Scene away, 1 
WEN. | From cheſe GY Eyes. ; 


NS 
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5 Now let the flaming Weapon ſtand. 


6 When ſhaſlI bath my weary Soul, 
In Seas of heavenly reſt ? 
And not a Wave of Trouble roll, 
| Acroſs my peaceful Weaſt. 


HYMN II. 
1: F YOME let us join a joyful Tune 
Io our exalted Lord. 
Le Saints on high, arround his Throne, 10 
And we arround his Board. = "On 
2 The Tree of Life, that near the Throne, Her 
In Heaven's high Garden grows; Al 
Laden with Grace, bends gently down, 3 la 
Ii ever ſmiling Bough. Lan 
3 Among the golden Leaves there ſtands, Fru 
2 * 14 Dove; { The 
And Feſus on the Branches hangs, 14 Oh 
Tbe Banner of his Love. | Ihe 
4 It's a young Heaven of ſtrange Delight, Deſc 
While in his Shade we ſit, 800 


His Fruit is pleaſing to the Sight, 
And to the Taſte as ſweet. 


And guard all Eden Trees; 
There's ne er a Plant in all that Land, 
That bears ſuch Fruits as theſe. | 
6 Altho? we forfeited the Bliſs, 
Loſt Eden did afford, 
We are advanc'd to higher Joys, 
In Paradice reſtor C. 
„ Therefore let us in thankful Songs, 
Dur great Redeemer bleſs, 5 
And what his wondrous Love has wrort, 
h joyful Tongues expreh, 


HYMN Or 


. 


HY MN I. To be ſong « the C. Pſalm; 
„ t DLEST Few! What delicious Fare! 
5 | How ſweet thy Entertainments are! 
| Never did Angels taſte above, 
Redeeming Grace, and dying Love. 
2 While ſuch a Scene of Sacred Joys, 
Our raprur'd Eyes and Souls employs, 
Here we could fir and gaze away, 
A Long, an Everlaſting Day. 
3 In Paradiſe, within the Gates, 
An higher Entertainment waits, 
; Fruits New and Old, laid up in Store, 
; There we ſhall feed, but thirſt no more. 
1 Oh mount and bear us far above, 
The reach of theſe inferior Things, 
Deſcend from Heav'n, Immortal Dove, 
| Stoop down, and take us on thy Wings. 
5 Mount us above the lofty Sky, 
Up, where eternal Ages roll; 
Where lolid Pleaſures never die, 
And Fruits immortal Feaſt the Soul. 
6 There, there be ſhews his ſmiling Face, | 
And cloarbs all Heav'n in bright Array, 
Triumph and Joy, run thro' the Place, 
And Songs eternal es rhe Day. | 


. 


7 
4 My bright and laſting Robe, 
Lie none but thee in Heav'n above, 


Bs 


(4 
2 In vain the bright and burning Sun, 
Scatters its feeble Light, 
Tis thy ſweet Beams create my Noon, 
It thou withdraw, tis Night. | BH. 
3 And while upon my reſtleſs Bed, 
Among the Shades I roll: 


If my Redeemet ſhews his Head, = 
'Tis Morning with my Soul. 74 
4 Let others ſtretch their Arms like Seas, 
And graſp in all the Shore, 
Grant me the viſits of thy Grace, — 


And I deſire no more. 
5 Let Joy Divine, and Worſhip ſpend, 
Ihe remnant of my Days: 
And to my GOD my Soul aſcend, 
In ſweet perfumes of Praiſe. 


6 Let them neglect thy Glory, Lord, | 
| Who never knew thy Face, N T 
Bur our loud Song ſhall {till record, 

The Wonders of thy Grace. 


* 


HYMN V. As the C. Pſalm, | 

K 7 HE N we were Traytors, doom'd to Fir M 
Bound to ſuſtain immortal Pains, | | 
Chr: flew on Wings of ſtrong Deſire, | 4 In 
Aſſum'd our Guilt, and took our Chains. a 
2 Surprizing Grace! Almighty Charms! f Th 
| Stand in amaze ye rolling Skies: 
Feſis, the GOD, with naked Arms, | 5 Wi 
| Hangs on a Croſs of Love, and dies. | 
3 Did ever Pity ſtoop fo low, 0 
Dreſt in Divinity and Blood ? 

Was ever Rebel courted ſo. 
In Groans of au expiring GOD? 


3H 


1 ** 


„57 
id 


ure 1 muſt love, or are my Ears 
; Still deaf, nor feel the Paſſion move? 
Then let me melt my Heart to Tears, 
And die, becauſe I cannot love. 


ome ler us join our chearful Songs, 
* With glorious Angels round the Throne, 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tongues, 
Rut all their mighty Joys are One. 


s 6 Whar equal Honours ſhall we bi ing, 


To thee, Oh Lord, our GOD, the Lamb 
When all the Nores that Angels ſing, 
Are far inferior to thy Name. 


— —— —— — — 
FA 'rwas a joyful Sound to hear 
Our Tribes devourly ſay, 


Up Ire! to the Temple haſte, 
And keep your Feſtal- Day. 


2 Ar Salem's Court we now appear, 


1 


How lovely is the Place! 
Here GOD, enthron d in Glory, ſhews 
The Brightneſs of his Face. 


— 3 O Lord of Hoſts, and Sion s King, 


ns, 


Alus. 


| 


d to Fin 


| 


| how highly bleſt are they, 
Who in thy Temple always dwell, 
And there thy Praiſe diſplay. 
4 In thy bleſt Courts, one ſingle Day, 
Tis better to attend, 
Than, Lord, in any Place beſides, 
A Thoutand Years to ſpend. 
5 With Favour, Lord, look down on me, 
Who thy relief implore, 
As thou art wont to viſit thoſe, 
That thy Great Name adore. 
„ On 


| 
| 
f 


6 On me, devoted to thy fear, 
Lord make thy Face to ſhine, 


+ Ow eee Er Lee. Gn TEES a 
$ 0 


Thy Statutes both to know and keep 1 
. Heart with Zeal mcline. g 5 f 8 
Hr NN . ebe C. Phlm. | f 
7 CTR S T is my Rock, how firm he proves, B 
The Rock of Ages never moves, 


Attend us all the Defart thro. E 
2 Gbri# is the Way that leads to GOD. 2 
he Path is drawn in Lines of Blood: 


Yer the ſweet Streams that from bim flow, 2 Hi 


Here wou'd I walk with Hope and Zeal, | 3 W 
Till 1 arrive at Son- Nil. e | * 
3 Chrift is my Sun, bis Beams are Grace, Bu 
His Courſe is Joy in every Place; | | | 
We can't rejoice till . 5 4 Hi 
To chaſe our Clouds, and dry our Tears. ; 
4 Chrift is the Door, I'll enter in, 1 
Behold the Paſturcs large and green; 3 
A Paradiſe divinely fair. | 5 Sw 
None but the Sheep are fraſted there. = 
5 ls C brift a Tree? the World receives, 0 
Salvation from his healing Leaves 5 
Is he a Roſe? not Sharon yields, 6 Wl 
Such Fragancy in all her Fields. . 
6 Nor Earth, nor Seas. nor Sun, nor Stars, To 
Nor Heav'n his full Reſemblince hears : . \ 
His Beauties we can never trace, 1 
Till we behold him Face to Face. 4 
7 The upright Hearts, let gladneſs fill, FE 
And let the Se rrants of tby Will, 1 
Thy F-vour's gentle Beams enjoy, | Thy 
End Cchearte! Songs their Tongues emp'ry. T 
CMM | HYMNJ- 7 


| 5 Sweet Chri#t thou haſt refreſh'd our Souls 


6 When ſhall our Souls mount up to thee, | 


(7) 
HYMN vm. 
5 | Y Lord, my Love, was crucify'd, 


He all the Pains did bear; 
But in the Sweetnels of his Reſt, 


He makes his Servants ſhare. 

\ 2 His Blood was ſhed inſtead of ours, 
His Soul our Hell did bear, 
r gare us himſelf, 
Oh what exchange is herr 

3 Whateveris not Hell it ſelf, 

For me it is too 


But muſt we eat the Fleſh of Chri# 2 
| And muſt we drink his Blood ? 


4 His Fleſk is heavenly Food indeed. 
lis Blood is Drink divine; 


His Graces drop like Honey-falls, 
His Comforts taſte like Wine, 


— 
I 


Wirth thy reſplendent Grace, * 
For which we magnifie thy Name, 
And long to fee thy Face. 


Moſt Holy, Juſt, and True? 


To eat tha read and drink that Wine, 
Wich 1 or ver Fay. 


— 


. 
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HYMN Ix. 


P25 art all Love, my deareſt Lord, 


Thou arr all lovely too: 
Thy Lore 1 at thy Table taſt, 
u Lorelmels I view, 


B 4 


(8) 


2 Thou fill more lovely art to me, 
For all that thou baſt born, 
Each Cloud ſets off thy Luſtre more, 
Thee all thy Scars adorn. | 


3 Thy Garments tinctur d with thy Blood, 
The beſt and nobleſt dy, | 
Our- ſhine the Robes that Princes wear, 


Thy Thorns their Pearls out- vie. 


4 See in his Hands and Feet the Nails, # 

Piercing the render Veins ; 4 

Ste how each VVound the bluſhing | Ground, 
VVith precious Tincture ſtains. : | 


5 Ah cruel Sins, how odious now, 
And bow deform'd are they! 
VVhile in that crimſon Fountain we, 
| Their monſtrous Hue ſurvey. 
s Let's praiſe our great Redeemer then, 
VV+o thus for Sinners ſtood; 1 
_ VVho ſeal d our Pardons by bis Death, 
And writ em with his Blood. 


* 


— q Tn 5. 


H Y M N X. As ebe uch Plaml. 
WP come ſucet Day of reſt, 
Thar ſaw the Lord ariſe ; 1 | 
VVelcome to this revived Breaſt, | | 
And theſe rejoicing Eyes. a | 
2 The King himſelf comes near, 
And feafts his Saints to Day; 
Here we may fit and ſee him here, 
and Love, and Praiſe, and Pray. 
Fer Food he gives his Flt ſh, 
He bids us drink his Blood. 
8 mazin} Favour! Matchleſs Grace 
Ot our deſcending GOD. 


9 * "_ 


3 Here we behold his Bowels roll 


4 ow we En repeated Seals 
ef 


1 This boly Bread and V Vine, * 

Maintains our dying Breath, 

By Union with our living Lord, 
And Intereſt in bis 3 

» Let all our Powers be join d, . 
His glorious Name to raiſe 3 

Pleaſure and Lore fill ev'ry Mind, 

And ev'ry Voice be Praiſe. 


6 VVe wou'd no longer lie, 1 


Like Slaves beneath the Throne ; 
Our Faith fhall 46ba Father cry, 5 
And GOD the Kindred own. "8 
— — — — — — — —  — 
HYMN XI. | ” 


E RE view the great Atonement made 
Zy Chriſt, our Sacrifice: 
' We (ee thee Blood of Jeſiu ſhed, 
Whence all our Pardons riſe. 
2 His crnel Thorns, his ſhameful Croſs, 
Procure us heavenly Crowns ; 


Our Higheſt gain Springs from his Loſs, 
Our Healing from his Wounds. 


As kind as when he dyd; 
And ſee the Sorrows of his Soul 
Blred thro' his wounded Side. 


dying Love: 
H bat is the Wrerch that never feels 
One ſoft Affection move. 3 


5 Here let our Hearts begin to melt, 4 
While we hie Death re ord ; Q 

"i 2 

r LG 


And with our Joy for pax 
Mourt that we pterc'd c 


fo) 


6 Here while we fir, and ſing, and tell, 
The Wonders of his Grace, 
In Raptures let our Souls aſcend, 
— nn 


— —— 
„ 


r 
8 29 


HYMN XII. 


And ſing the ſolemn Feaft, 
Where ſweer Czleſtial Dainties ſtand, 
For ev'ry pious Gueſt. 


u The Tree of Life adorns the Board, 

| Ne | 
ne'er an angry flaming Sword 

To guard the Paſſage tot. 


3 The Cup ſtands crown'd with living juice, 
T̃ be Fountain flows above, 
And runs down freely for our uſe, 
In mighty Streams of Love. 


4 The Food's prepar'd by heavenly Art, 
f be Plealure's wellrefin'd, | 
They ſpread new Life thro ev'ry Heart, 


And cheer the drooping Mind. 
5 Come let us lift our Voices high, 
Nich as our Joys ariſe, 
And join the Songs abore che Sky, 
Where Pleaſure never dies. 


s Deſcend thou ſweet Czleſtial Fire, 
K And ſeize us from above 
Melt us in Flames of pure Deſre, 
4 Secrince 0 Love. 


| ORD, we adore thy bounteous Hand, 


UVMN 


a 3 Nor Earth, hor heaven hib, 


' Thou art the Sea of Love, 


1 My Sins aloud for Vengeance call, 


HYMN XM. As the XXV. 
1 Y GOD! my Life! my Sp 
0 70 Tee ! to Thee I call i 
I cannot live if thou remove, 
For thou art all in all. 


2 Thy ſhining Grace can cheer 
This Dungeon where I dwell; 
"Tis Paradye when thou art here, 


3 The ſmilings of thy Face, 


How amiable they are ; 
"Tis heaven to reſt in thy — 
And no where elſe but there. 


Can one Delight afford, 


No, not a Drop of real Joy, 
V Vithour thy Preſence, * 


VVhere all my Pleaſures roll, 
The Circle where my Paſſions move, 
And Centre of my Soul. 


s To thy dear ſelf I fly, 


VVith infinite Deſire; 
Andyer how far from thee I lie, 
Dear Feſis raiſe me higher. 


7 Then I'll » ich Igel s Sant, 


Of my Redeemer ing, 
And with the Sons of Sion - Hill, 
joyful in my King. 


r 


Bur lo ! a Fbunrain ſprings 
From Chriſt's piere'd Side, which louder cries, 
And peaketh better Things. 2 Its 


2 Its Stream do's water Paradiſe, 
It makes the Angels ſing, 

One Cordial-· Drop revives my Heart, 
' Hence all my Comforts ſpring. 


3 I need not go abroad for Joy, 
Who have a Feaſt at home; 

My mournful Sighs are turn'd to Songs, 
The Comforter 1s come. 


4 I ſee his Face, I hear his Voice, 

I rafte bis ſxeete ſt Love, | 

My Sonl do's leap, bur oh! for Wings, 
The Wings of Noab's Dove. 


5 Then ſhou'd I flee far hence away, 
Leaving this World of Sin: 
Then wou'd my Lord pur forth his Hand, 

And kindly take me in. 


6 Then Shou'd my Soul with Angels feaſt, 
On Joys that always laſt. 
Bleſt be my GOD, x GOD of Joy, 
Who o gives me here a Taſte. 


HYMN XV. . 
H to our conquering King, 
All Hail Incarnate Love! 
Lien thouſand Songs, and Glories walt, 
To crown thy Head above. 
2 Arch Angels found his lofty Praiſe, 
Thro' every heavenly Street, 
And lay their higheſt Honours down. 
Submiiſive at his Feet. 
3 Thoſe ſoft, thoſe bleſſed Feet of bs: | 
Wich arſce rude Iron tore, . 
Hizh on a Throne of L:pht they . 
And all che Saint: adore. | 


4 


4 Fis 


( 13 ) 


4 His Head, the dear Majeſtick Head, 
That cruel Thorns did wound, 
See what immortal Glories ſhine, 
And circle it around. 


5 His Glories infirntely riſe, 
Above our labouring Tongue, 


In vain the higheſt Seraph tries, 
' To form an equal Song. 
6 Shout and proclaim the Saviour's Love, 
Ye Saints that taſte his Wine 
Join with your kindred Saints! above, 
in t Hoſanna j join. ; 


„„ XVI. 
8 OD ſpared not his only Son, 


2 


rn. 


1 ö 


But gave him for us all; 
And made him drink the Cup of- ens 
The Wormwood and the Gall. 


2 He dy'd, indeed, but roſe again, 
And did aſcend on high, 
That we poor Sinners, lott and dead, 
Might hve eternally. 


3 Good Lord! how many Souls in Hell, 
f Eterna! Vengeance bear, 

| Were it not for a dying Chri#, 

| Our dwelling had been there. 


4 Our Sins for Vengeance loudly cry, 
Juſtice, with dreadful Sound, 
Cries too, Cut down the fruitie/z Tree, 
1'by cumbers it the Ground ? 


5 Why ſnou d not patience make me fing, 
When Hell wou'd make me roar ? 
; © 9 0 Lord let thy Patiznce end in Love, 
And I: ling er ur more. 


„„ 

6 Oh! then let us give Thanks ro GOD, 
Who ſtill do's Gracious prove, | . 

And let the Tribute of our Praiſe, | 
Be endleſs as his Love, 


is. — 


"HYMN XVII 7 ebe C. Plalm. 


5 * 
* 
* 


1 T T A1L, Great Immanuel ! all Divine, * 
| In thee bright Scenes of Glories ſhine, 
Thou Kindeſt, Sweeteſt, Faireſt One, 
That Eyes have ſeen, or Angels known. 3 


2 From thy dear Blood, a Stream Divine, 
Flows ſweeter than the choiceſt Wine, 
Here thou afford'ſt a Taſte of Love, 
Bur keep'ſt tby nobleſt Feaſt above. : 
3 My beſt Beloved has bis Throne, ; 3 
F On Hills of Light, in Worlds unknown; | | 
Let condefcends ro ſhew his Face, | 
In the young Gardens of his Grace. 

4 With living Bread, and generous Wine, 1 
He chears this drooping Heart of mine, 7 
And opening his dear Breaſt to me, 

He ſhews his Thoughts, bow kind they bd. 

5 Oh! never let my Lord depart, 

Lord reft on my enamour d Heart, 1 

I charge my Sins not once to move, 
Nor ſtir, nor wake, nor grieve my Love. 
$ Here, Lord, in humble Notes I'll praiſe, 

The Wonders of thy dying Grace, 

Till 1 ſhall celebrate thy Love, | | 7 N 

n bofticr Strains of Praiſe above. | 


HYMN. 


| 


(15) 
HYMN XVII. 


| OW. ſhall my inward Joys ariſe 
'N And burſt inte a Song; 


| Almighty Love inſpires my Heart, 2 F | 
And Pleaſure tunes my Tongue. | 
2 Jeſus has all my Pow'rs poſſeſt, « 
My Hopes, my Fears, my Joys. | 
| He the dear Sov of my Breaſt, " 


Shall Rill command my Vaice. 


3 The bright Angelick Train above, 
Shall flock N my Song, . 
With Joy to Name they 3 - 
Sound from a mortal Tongue. — 
4 Our Hymns ſhou'd found like thoſe Above, 
Cou'd we our Voices raiſe, 


Yer, Lord, our Hearts ſhou'd all be Love, 
And all our Lives be Praiſe. 


5 The Proſpect of the Heavenly Throne, 
Our Joys to Heaven raiſe, 


| Where we hike Stars wall brigbtly ſu 
By Chriſt's diffuſed Rays. ” 
6 Let bis attractive Glories warm 
Our Hearts with fervent Love, 


And fill em with tranſcendent Joys, 
. of thoſe Above. 


—— — 


* 


HYMN XIX. 


y M* Soul with grateful Thougins of Love, 
Entirely is poſſeſt, 5 
Becauſe the * vouchſaf 'd to hear, 
T be Voice of my Requeſt. 


3 Vy bet 


41 To him the Triumph T'll aſcribe, 


12 Lord in the way 


(16) 
2 Then free from penſire Cares my Soul, 
reſume thy wonted Reſt; | 
For GOD has wondrbuſſy to thee, 
His bounteous Love expreſt. 


3 Then what return to GOD ſhall I? 
For all bis Goodneſs make, 
II praiſe his Name, and with glad Zeal, 
The Cup of Bleſſing take. 


From whom the Co came, 
In GODI will rejoice all Day, 
And ever bleſs his Name. 
of th Command, 
More folid Jo Joy I found, 
Than bad 1 been with vaſt increaſe, 
Of envy'd Riches crown d. 


6 To keep thy Statutes undefac'd, 
Shall be my conſtant Joy, 

The ſtrict — of thy Love, 
Shall all my Thoughts employ. 


if YM? N XX. 4s the XXVch Plata. 
I L RD, when we taſte thy Love, | 
Our Joys divinely grow, 
Unſpeakable, like thoſe Above, 

And Heaven begins below. 


2 Thy Love rerains its pow, 
| 15 the bleſt Realms above, 

Where Faith arid Hope are known no more, 

But Saints for ever love. 
3 vvby ſhou'd my Paſſions rove? 

VVhere can fuch Sweetneſs be 

As 1 have taſted in thy Love, 
As I have found in tifte. 


— 


— e 
Io 4 The Hill of Sim yields, 
A thouſand ſacred Sweets, 
Betore we reach the heavenly Fields, 
Dr walk the golden Streets. 


5p Of all the Joys we knew, 

| Chriſt's Lore excecds the reſt, - 

{ Love's the beſt Bleſſing here delow, 
| The Heaven of the bleft. 


1 4 For e' er thy ſacred Name 

Shall dwell upon my Tongue, 
Dear Fe/us, and Salvation be, 

| The Cloſe of every Song. | 


_ HYMN XXII 
ELL us, oh Jeſus! doſt thou love? 
And dolt thou love indeed > 
VVhy do we ask ? Did we not fee, 
Thy Love juſt now to bleed? 


2 What greater Love than bleeding Love? 
1 Oh Love moſt raviſhing ! 
Ae This Song of Love, when we're abore, 
|} VYetftal for ever ſing. . 
3 See here an endleſs Ocean flows, 

Ot never. failing Grace. 3 

Behold a dying Sion s Veins, 

The ſacred Flood increaſe, 


4 His living Pow'rs, and dying Love, 
re, Ji tg. d cnſlav'd Menn. 
| And rais'd the Ruins of our Race, 

To Life and Love again. 
5 Oh! for this Love let Rocks and Hills; 

Their laſting filence break, 
Andlet ou: Tongurawith ſound more ſweet. 
4 The | The S:7iour's Praiſes ſpeak, 


= 6 Yes 


—— 
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6 Yes, we will — thee, deareſt Lord, 
Our Souls are all dn flame, 
Hoſanna round the ſpacious Earth, 


To his adored Name. 


HYMN XXI. 
ND what! Did my dear Saviour bleed! 5 
And did my Sovereign die * 


Wou d he devote that Sacred Head, 
For ſuch a Worm as If | 


2 Well might 


the Sun in darkneſs hide 


(For very dread ) his Face. 
When rhe Great GOD of Nature dy'd, 
For Adam's ſinful Race. 


3 So ſhou'd 1 hide my bluſhing Face, 
While his dear Croſs appears ; 
Diſſolve my Heart in Thankfnlnefs. 
And melt my Eyes to Tears. 


4 But 


Drops of Grief can ne'er repay, 


The Sea of Love I owe: 


Lord, my whole ſelf I give to thee, 
Tis all that I can do. 


3 My willing Soul wou'd gladly ſtay, 
In ſuch a Frame as this. 


And 


* . 


ſit and ſing her ſelf away, 


I 0o everlalting Bliſs. 
6 Well may my ſacred Songs hound, 


And er ry Tear be dry; 
Tm marching thro* Inmimmnue,”s Ground, 
To fairer World s on bi; 


HV MN 


3 


(193 - 
| HYMN XXIII 
Lung'd in a Gulph of dark Deſpair, 
1 We wretched Sinners lay, 
Without one chearful Beam of Hepe, 
Or Spark of glim'ring Day. 


2 With pirying Eye the Prince of Grace 


Beheld our helpleſs Grief ; 
And on the Wings of migbty Lore, 
Flew {rift to our relief. 


3 Afide the Prince of Glory threw 


His moit Divine Aray, 
And wrapt his Godhead in a Veil, 
Of our inferior Clay. 


Our Thonahts are loſt in Reverend Awe. 

Wie Love, and we Adore: 

The brishtelt Angels never ſaw 1 
So much of G00 before. ö 


0 In Chri# the whole Deiry is known, Ds 
Nor dares a Creature gueſs, | | 


Which of the Glories brighteſt ſhone, E 


The Juſtice or the Grace. 


z we fing the ſtrange amezing Deeds. 


That Grace Divine performs, 
Tbe Son of GOD comes down and bleed, 
To nouriſh dying Worrhs. 


We give thee, Lord, our higheſt Praiſe, 
| The Tribute of our Tongues, 
But Themes fo infinite as th: fe, 
Exceed our nobleſt Song:. 
$ Bright Angels ſtrike your loudeſt Strings, 
Your ſaceteſt Voices raiſe, 
ct Heav'n, and all created Thins, 
Sdaud our Immanuels Praiſes 


C 3 ki J MM 


(20) | 
TMN XXIV. As the CXLVINL paim | + 1 
I' NG the Redeemer's Praiſe, 9 


Triuniph in htm above, | FE 
fy Soul bear thou thy part, 

Sing forth thy © ongs of Love: PE 

Thou art his own, 3 

His precious Blood, 0 2. 


Shed for thy good, EY ; 
His Love made known. 


2 Here, Lord, will I admire, | 
The Wonders of thy Grace, | T 
Till thou ſhalt call me higher, 
There to behold thy Face. - 

Oh Height of Grace! "OS 
Oh Depth of Love! 


Now fit me for 2 

The Joys above. 2 

3 Who can 1:is Love exproſs ? LET 1 
A Lore that ne er decays, 4 

What can my Sonl do leſs, 1 ( 


Than love him all wy Days? 
_ Bleſs GOD my Soul, 
 Ev'n unto Death, 


And offer Praiſe, Ds 2 Le 
HYMN XXV. 


r { DV! the ſharp Pangs of imarting Pain, 3 Th 
My dear Redeemer bore, | 


When knotty Whips and ragged Thorns, Fn 
His faered Body tore. 1 50 . 4 

2 But knony Whips, and ragged Thorns, | 4 V2 
In vain do I accule; 1 


In rain I blame the Romar Bands, 
£74 rhe wore ſpiteful e 


8 
2 Teen 


m. 


Ter 


(21) 


3 'Twere you my Sins, my cruel Sins, 


His chief Tormemors were, 2 
Each of my Crimes became a Nail, 
And Unbelict the Spear. 


4 My Hypocrifie was the Kile, 
Th t Feſus did betray, . 
The Thorns with which his Head x was tore, 

My Earth'y Thoughis were they, 


5 He left his Joy to feel cur Smart, 
His Ruin did us raiſe, 
This Love, O Lord! dos pierce our Heart, 
Oh! let it mend our Praiſe. 


6 A multitude of Joys ſhall _ | 3 
Upon my Lips to fir, : 
While my glad Soul breaths out a Sens, 
To bm tar ranſom d _ 
CE —ꝛ 
H x 0 N XXVI As oo XXVch Pſalm. 
1 f NL ory to GOD on high, 
Good Wiil ro Men . 
It thus the Friendly Angels cry, 
What Joy ſhou'd Mortals ſhow ? 


2 Leis then approach thy Throne, 

And thankiul Off :ings bring, 

For in bis Temple e ery one, 
Shou'd of thy Glory fing. 


3 Thy Fleſh is Meat indeed, 
Thy blood the richeſt Wine, þ 
How bleſt are they who ofica fal. 
On this Repaſt of thine. . 
4 May Joy with humble Fear, . 
A true Devotion raiſe, n 
[n all who are aſſembled here; 
To celebrate thy Praiſe. a 


C 3 3 Floſagre - 
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5 Hoſann? to his Love, 
For ſach a Tatie below, 
And yet he 1c bis Saints adove, 
Wich nobler Ble. uungs too. 


6 Come the dear glorious Day, 


That brings our Souls to re, 1 
V hen we ſtall need thete Types no more, | 

When witn the Subitarce bleit. > 

HY MN XXVII. A che C. W = 2 


HE Lord of Life this Table ſpread, 
wich his own Firſh, ad dying Blood: 
We on the rich Yrovitior ted. 
And taſte the Wine, and ble's mne GOD. 


2 See ſrom bis Head, bis Hand:, lis Fre, 
Sorrow and Love tow mingled cov: 1 
Did e er ſuch Love and Scitd w I 1 

Or Thorns c er c mpoſt tach a Crown s 


MY Were the Mh le Realin of 3 mine, * © 75 
I bat were a Preſent fer too nail, — 
Love lo Amazing, fo Dine, 1 

Demands my cul, u Lite, my All. 31 

4 Here I behold God's inmoit Heart, 72 

Where Grace and Vengeance ftrangely j join, | 8 
Piercing his Sou wit: tharpet: Smart, 3 

To make the pu chas d Pleaſures nue £1 


5 Jeſw we will frequent thy Board, 
And prize the Food on which we live, 
But oh the Bountics of our Lerd! : 
Demand more Fratic than Tongues —_ : 
6 Joy to the Maſter of the Feaſt, ; 
e Name our Souls for ever blefs, 
To GOD che King, and GOD the Prieſt, 
4 1 Hoſanna round the Place, 


armn T. 
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HYMN XXVIIL 
1 CH that I had an Angel's Tongue, 
© That I might loudly fing, 


The Wonders of Redee ming Love, 
To Chrift, my God, and King. 


2 Would! thou, oh Lord! thy Pity ſhow, 
Thou might ſt have looked then, 
On finful Angels, thoſe falln Stars, 


And not on fiatul Men. 


3 But finful Angels muſt be left, 


zie. 


MN 


And linful Man muft riſe; 
For this the Son of GOD mult fall, 


A bloody acrifice. 

4 Give erdleſs Thanks ro GOD, and ay, 

What Love was this in thee! 
That thou haſt not with-held thy Son, 
Thine Only Son from me. 

5 The Sick have not more cauſe to pray, 

Than I to praiſe my Hing: 8 
Since Nature teaches em to Groan, 
Let Grace teach me to Sing. 

6 Let this Day praiſe Thee, oh my GOD! 
And ſo let all my Days; 8 
And, oh! let mine eternal Day, 

Be thine eternal Praiſe. 


HYMN 8 


n OUZE up dull Hearts, awake and Gig, 


'Tis Day, how can you fleep? 
| The Sun's approach makes Joy ro —_ 
Tis c'ea", how can you weep ® 


C4 


—_ 


2 Each 


( 24 ) 
Each little Bird can pleaſant be, 
» Yer is its Portion ſmall: | 
Oh! What unthankful Hearts have we, 
That droop, and yet have all!? 


3 Where are thoſe bleſt united Ones, 
That have ſupt with their King? 
Spoi! not this Peaſt with Sighs and Groans, 
Lift up vour Voice and Sing. 3 


4 Or let us only mourn that we, - 
Our Comforter ſhou'd grieve, | 
Oar Chri#, who poured forth his Blocd, | 
That he might us relicve. 


5 Let the redeemed of the Lord, 
Their thankful Voices raiſe: 
Can we be dumb, while Angels Ling, 4 , 

Our great Redeemer's praiſe ? 


6 Come let us join with Angels then, 
SGlory to GOD on high, | 
Peace upon Earth, Good-will 10 Men, 3 
— Amen, fay 1 J. „ 


HYMN N. 


EN is GOD's Memorial, 3 
And in all Apes prais'd: | 5 
My GOD! thy only Son did fall, 
T hat Mercy might be rais'd. 
2 Mercy, that ſhining Attribute, 
The Sinner's Hope ang Plea ; * 
Huge Hoits of Sins, in our purfuir, 
p drown'd in Mercy's Sea 


— —— 


3 1 that am drawn out of the Depth, | 31 
Will fing upon the Shore, SH ** 
I that in Hell's dark Suburbs 1. | \ 


| Pure Mercy will adore. nl 
4 4 Tortur 


(25) 
4 Tortur'd and wrack'd with direful Fears, 
Leſt GOD the Blow ſhou'd give, 
When Fres did fail, and Heart did fink 
Then Mercy bid me live. | 
5 In vain che baf ed Prince of Hell, 
| His curſed Projects tries; 
33 We that were doom'd nis endleſs Slavet, 
are rais d above the Skies. 5 
6 II triumph in this boundleſs Grace, 
: Which thrs has fer me free, 
Extol with Shours, oh thou my Soul ! 
Thy Saviour's Love to thee. 


1 H 
I 82 ardund our Father's Board, 
We raiſe our tuneful Breath: 

Our Faith bebolds ber dying Lord, 


And dooms our Sins to death, * 
2 There is nothing round this ſpacious Earth, * 
T bat ſuits our large Deſire: | 
—— To boundleſs Joy, and ſolid Mirth, 


Let nobler Thoughts aſpire. 
2 There's a Land of pure Delights, 
Where Saints immortal reign, 
Infinite Day excludes the Night, 
And Pleaſures baniſh Pain. 
4 When I can read my Title clear, 
To Manſions in the Skies, 
I bid farewel to c ery Fear, 
And wipe my weeping Eyes. 
31 wou'd not be a Stranger till, 
To that Cæleſtial Place, | 
Where I for ever hope to dwell, 
Near my Redeemer's Face. 


Totti f 61 with. | 


( 26 ) 
s I with the Glorious Profet re, 
Will of that Kingdom heals 


And Chriſt's great Love, by all admird, 
3 lofty Subj: make. 


HYMN " XXXI.- | 

W Elcome and dear unio my Soul, 

Is this ſweet Feaſt of Lore | 

But oh! the Sweets that I ſhall talte, — 
When I ſhall Feaſt Above. 


2 Ob! Feaſt of Wonders Mercies Pawn, 
\ The weay Soul's Recrnit, 
The Chriſtian's G. Hen, Heaven's Dawn, 2 
The Bud of l Fruit. 


3 I come, I wait, I hear, I pray, 
Thy Foottteps Lord, I trace, | 
I {ing to thun this is the Way, | 8 
To my dear Saviour's Face. 


121 


4 Ler my ſweet Saviour's Love ape? IIs 


By ſome a:juring Sign: 3 
Thou, Lord, my fainting Soul doſt © cheer, 
In ſaying, thou art mmm. 1 


5 Let others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink tnc ricaett Wine, 
My Feaſt doth all their Feats exceed, 
When thou ſyſt, 1 am thine. | 2} 


6 Ler then my Tongue thy Mercies ſing, 
Inſpit'd with grareini Joy: 3 l 
And cbeerful Hymn: in praiſe of Thee, 1 
Shall all my D 5s imploy. > 7 
N | HYMN XXXII. | Wt 
7 Bas + Hou art my living Foumain, Lord, | ( 
W hote Streams an me do flo; | 1 
My (elf | render unto thee, 


Toe whon my felt | owe. 


2 Thy 


(27 


2 Thy Pounty tives me Bread with Pexce, 
A T. ble tree from ſtrife: 
Thy Bie:iin; is the Staff of Pread, 
Ard Bread the Statt of Lite. 
3 The ce, the Fatrer's did at aft, 
Who er that kearen'y Bread, 
But theſe Provitions which we taſte, 
Can raiſe us from the Dead. 


4 Beit be the Lord who gives his Fleſh, 
To nourith dying Men, 
And ſpreads bis Tate oſt afreſh, 
Leit we ſhou'd faint again. 


5 Wuh Gleams cf Blifs I am r=! reid, ; 
Why, Lord, ſhou'd i cemplan, 

Since one {weet Moment with my Lord, 
ls wcrth whole Years of Pain. 


& As thou. Lord, an immortal Soul, 
Halt breathed into we, 

So let my Soul be breathing forth. 
Immortal Thanks to thec. 


. 


n Y M N XXXIV. 4s ap C. plan 2 


I VI 7 Cor is falln in that leſt Land, 
| Where JIſraci's GOD is truly kno an, 


_ He nls my Cup with liberal Hand, 


And for my Head prepares a Crown. 


2 No change of Time ſhall ever ſhock, 
My tum Affection, Lord ro thee, 5 
For thou haft always been a Rock, 
A Rock, a Siicld, a Sun to me. 


3 Ye Saints that do in Grage excell, 

Four gratclul Sacrifice prepare: 
Chriſt's glorious ACtions loudly tell, 
His wondrous Love w all Geclaſe. 


(25 ) 


4 To his great Name freſh Altars raiſe, 

Devoutly due reſpect afford. 
Him in his holy Temple praiſe, 
 VVhere he's in ſolemn State ador'd. 

5 Unto thy Courts thou haſt us led, 

To banquet on thy Love's Repa?, 
And drink as from a Fountain's Head, 
Of Joys that ſhall for ever laſt. 

6 Therefore to celebrate thy ame, 

Our grateful Voice to Heav'n we'll raiſe; 

And Nations Strangers to thy Name, 

Shall learn of us to ſing thy Praiſe. 


+" WYMN KEXY. 
T OME Holy Spirit, Heavenly Dove, 
3 With all thy quickning Pow'rs, 
Kindle a Flame of Sacred Love, 
In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 
2 In vain we tune our feeble Sang, 
In vain we ſtriveto riſe; 
Hoſanna's lanauiſn oa our Tongue, 
Our beſt Devotion dire. 5 
3 Dear Lord, and ina we ener lie, 
At chis poor ying rate 
Our Love ſo amt fo cold ro thee, 
And chin ro vs fo grrat. 
5 Come Holy Spirit gently move, 
Our dull and languid Fow'rs, 
Come ſbed broad a Saviow's Lore, 
And that (41! kindle ours. 
4 Haſte, O kind 5:5 and remore, 
* Theſe interpoſing Days; © 
Then ſhall eur Paltions all be Love, 
And all our Fon'rs be Praiſe. 


6 Theres, 


61 
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6 There, where miębty Floods of Pleaſure roll 
And leaves no Autumm Fear, 
\Where hing Trees Givinely dne, 


And Pearis for Fruit chey bear. 


— 


HYMN XXXVI. 
O ME all digreſt and drooping Saints, 
That banquer with the King: 
Let this Feat drown your fad Complait:t, 
Ang tune your Voice to fing. 


2 On Farth is no {vch Sweetneſt found, 
Toe Lamb of COD's our Food, 
In vain we ſearch the Globe around, 
For Bread and Wine lo good. 


3 Carngl Proviſions can at beſt, 
Eut cheer rhe Heart and Head: 
But the rich Cordial that we talte, 
Gives Lite unto the Dead. 


4 New Life it ſpreads thro' dying Hearts, 
And cheers the g'oowy Mind: 
 Vipour and Jay tais Blood imparts, 
Wihour a Sting behind. 
5 Here, ( faith the Kind Redeeming Lord, 
_ roy” his wounded Side) 
See bere the Spring of ail your J, : 
That open d wi;:2 1 dy d. F : 
£ Here the rich Bounties of our GOD, 
And ſweeteſt Glc: ies ſhine, 
Here Fejus faith that I am His, 
And wy Belcved's Wine, 


-— — 


ITT, 


(30) 
ny MN XXXVI. | 


n EE will praiſe, O C175? my King ! 

Thee, thee, with Heart nette; | | 

Ad to thy Fverlait ing Name, 1 
Eternal Trophies rear. 


2 Thy bounilefs Merc; | own to me, 4 \ 
Trauſeend: my power to tell; 

For thou hatt oft redzemd my Soul, 1 
From loweſt Dey hs of He!!. 

3 Taro? thy mot wondrous Worts, O Lord! 5 p 

Then mak t my Avant rejoige; 1 

The Thoughts of them ſhall make me gl. d, | 1 

And ſour with cheertul Voce. | 1 

4 The mec Companions of my Giief, „ 

Have found thy Table lprexd; | I 

And all tat love the Lord tall be, 1 

With Joys inmortal ted. 

3 Let thoſe who feaſt on Chr:# our Life, 188 


Their joyful Voices raiſe: 
For well rhe fealted it becomes, 
To ling glad Songs of Praife. „„ 
Tbro' all the changing Scenes of Life, 95 3 
In Trouble, and in Joy, 4 | H' 
My Great Redeomer's Praiſe, ſhall ſtill, 74 


My grateſul Tongue qpeloy- : 7 


CREE | Lea 


— — en — — — 


e XXXVIꝑI. * Dy PRs 
H O ſceet and awful is rhe Place, 1 
Win Cbrid, wühin the Doo:s ; I Fi 

Whie evetlauing Love displays, 1 


The choice l 'of ter S ores 


(31) 
2 Here ev'ry Bowe! of our GOD, 
With ſoft Compaſſion rolls: 


Here Peace and Pardon, bought with Blood, 
Is Food for dying Souls. 


3 While all our Hearts, and all our Songs, 
join 10 admire the Feaſt: 
Let's all cry out with thankful Tongues, 
Lord ! why am I a Gueſt? 


4 Why was I made to hear thy Voice, 

And enter while there's room, 
When Thouſands make a wretched Choice, 

And rather ſtarve than come ? 


5 Piry the Nations, oh our GOD! 
Conſt rain the Earth to come; 
Send thy victorious Word abroad, 

And bring the Strangers home. 


6 When Heatl'n Realms with 17's Lind. 
Conjoin with ſweer Accord, | 
Then all that's born of Mar ſhell fee, 
The Glory of the Lord? 


Ive long to ſee thy Chnrches full, 
Tuhat all the choſen Roe | 
May with one Vuice, and Heart, and Soul, C 
Sing thy redecrning Grave. 2 me -3 


| HYMN XXX. 41 XVI Füs. \ 
| 1 THE Triamphs of my Soul, © Yiu 8 

4 | Shall Death it ſelf out · rat: 2 

e | Leave dull Mortality behind, 85 


25 nd fiy beyond the Ges 1 
3 Þ There where my Teſs rejghs, - „ 
In Heaven's unmeaſur d peg 15 *. 


ru ſpend a long Eternity. N 


In Pleaſure, and in Praile. 


0 
* 


4 
2 


| 
| 
q 
| 
| 


1 

3 There I ſhall fee his Face, 

And never, never fin: | 

There, from the Rivers of his Grace, 
Drink endlefs Pleaſures in. 


4 Yes. and before we riſe, 
To that immortal State; 
The Thoughts of ſuch am zing 
Shou'd conſtant joys create. 


5 Theſe lively Hopes we owe, 

To FJeſu's dying Love, 
Ve tow adore thy Grace below, 
And long to ſing above. 

G Deir Lord accept the Praiſe, 

Or cheſe our humble Sorg; 
Till Tunes of nobl-r Sound we 

VVirh our immortal Tongurs. 


lift, 


caile, 


, 


— 


I 1 N XL. To be ſung 4 the C. Pſalm, 
on D, in the Dait, beloce thy Throne, 
Or Gut! r., and our Dif race we oun: 
Tnuu mad'ſt us blies, bur to our cott, 
VVe tian'd, and Parese was loft. 


2 gut whilkt our Minds, thus lil! d with Awe, 
Behold the Terrors ot thy Law; 
V Ve ting the Honours of thy Grace, 
That — to fave our ruin d Race. 


Y We (ng thine Everlaſting Son, | 
V Vho join d our Nature to hit own, 
Adam the Second, from the Dutt, 

Raiſes the Ruins of the Firſt. 


4 His desreſt Fleſh he makes my Food, 
And bids me drink his precious Blood : 
Here to thy Courts Il humbly come, 
Fill my Belored lead ae Home, 


C 


( 33) 
n may my Spirit daily riſe, 
Oa Aj tf F Fach, above the Skies; 
Il U 255 hn make my lair Pemove, 
T5 dell for. erer with my Love. 


cen, Comm down from thy Right hanè, 


ve, 


VV te we paſs thio' this harren Land. 
And: r * The let us {ce 
: Giimpte of Love. a Gumpſe of Thee: 


7 Be tau. oh (C brin ! exaltet high, 


Ang a tue Gh fills the Sky, 
So let it 80 o Farth Giſp!ay A, 
Till thou art he c, a5 there of ey d. 


Hr 
3; F'LL celebrate thy Praiſe. O Lord! 
[ wiil my Heart prepare; 
To all the li ning VVorld thy VVeorks, 
Thy wondtous V Vorks declare. 


2 The Thoughrs of them, ſhall re my Soul, 
| Ey-lted Plegſares bring, 


VVailit to thy Name. O | thou moſt High, 
Triumphant Praiſe 1 fing. | 


3 In Szon then, I'll ing thy Praiſe, 
Io all that love thy Name, 
And With loud Strains of grateful Joy, 
Redeeming Love proclaim. 


4 The Memory of cur dying Lord, 


& wakes a thankful Tongue: „ 
How rica he ſpread his Royal Board. 
And bleit the Icod, and ſung. 


5 The glorious Banquet that we est, 


Is made of Heavenly Things: 
Earth has no Dairtits bale on asc“. 
AS. cu: Nrse er Ern 


(34) 


6 In vaia bad vpright Adam fought, 
Arid fearcl'; his Garden round; 

For there was no ſuch blejſed Fruit, 

_ - In all fair Ede, Ground. 


7 The bright Anzelick Hoſt above, 
Can never taſt this Food: 
| They feaſt upon their Maker's Love, 
But not a Saviour's Blood. 


3 Indulzent GOD! what can we pay, 
For Favours fo divine: _ 
| Here we devote our {elves away, 
To be tor ever thine. 
—— — — ... _—_ 
| HYMN MAU. 
IN TOW tc that ſmiliag Moment bleſt, 
IN When firit Ia my Love: 
Feſus the faire!tt and rhe beſt, 
of all the Forms above. 


2 All Nature's Alt ſhall never cura, 
Tc heavenly Pains I found, 
And *tis beyond all Beauties Power, 

To make another Wound. 


3 Let me be loſt in thy Embrace, 
24s Rivers in the Sea, | | 
Or ive eternity of Days, 
And ſpend 'em all with thee. 
4 Sweet Fe/us, ev'ry Smile of thine, 
 __ $:all freſh Endearments bring: 
And thouſand Taits of new Dch; hr, 
Prom all thy Graces ſpring. 
s Cheartol I fraſt on heavenly Fruit, 
And drink the Pleaſure down, 
Pleaſures that flow hard by the Foot 
Ol the eternal Throne. 


Fer 12 becomes a Feaſt. 


We dee the Mem'ry of thy Name, 
more than the Wine we taſte. 


& tnouſand Glories to the GOD, 
\ ho gives ſuch Joy as this: 

Hoſanna! let it Cound abroad, 
And reach where Jeſus is. 


"X35 7 


£4 Fer vs jipchnge a chearful Frame, 


— 


— 


"HYMN XLII. As the CXLVIIich Palm. 


Mmenſe Compaſſion reigms, 
In our Emmanuel's Heart, 


"When he deſcends to act 
A Nediaror's part: 
He is a Friend, 
And Prother teo, 
| Divinely kind, 
Divinely true. 


2 Join all the Glorious Names, | 
Of Wiſdom Love and Pow, 


That ever Mortals knew, 
That Angels ever bore: 
Ali are too mean, 
Ie (peak his worth, 
Too mean to fer 

My Saviour forth. 

3 Array'd in Mortal Fleſh, 
He like a; Angel ſtands, 
And holds the Promiſes, 
And Pardor> in his Hands. 

Commi.tion'd from 
His Father's Throne, 
To make his Grace 
To Mortals known. 

D 


— 


4 To 


- _ 
| (35) 
4 To praiſe redeeming Love, 
Dear Cbriſtians lend a Voice, 
Come thou Diviner Dove, 
aud help me to rejoice : 
My Heart (o low, | 
Lord, thou canft raiſe, | | 
Bleit Spirit blow, 
And I ſhill praiſe. 


r 


W 


1 


11 Sojourn in a Vale of Tears, 4 
Alas how can I fing! 5 
My Harp do's on the Willows hang, P 
diſ- tun d in ev'ry String, t 
2 My Muſick is a Captive's Chains, 3 
klarſh Sounds my Ears do fill, — 
How ſhall I ling {weer Sion 3 Song, | 
On this Side Sz0n-Hil ? 5 
3 What have I in this birren Land - 5 
My Jeſus is not here, 2 
Mine Eyes ne'er will br bleſt untill 6 
My Jeſus dos appear. | I 
4 None but a Chri#, none but my Lord, 1 
2 No Bribes can rake with me; | 4 S! 
A profer'd World wou'd be abhorr's, = 
A Chri#, and none but he, At 
3 Canaan I view from Piſgah's Top, . 1 
Of Canaan's Grapes I tale: FF 
My Lord, my God, to Canaan's Land, 2 
Wu! ſend for me at laſt. Wt 
& How long dear Saviour, oh! how long, : - 
Shall this bright Hour delay ? ET ks 
Fly ſwiſter round, ye Wheels of Time, Sh 


And bring the welcome Day. 
7 Herz: A 


(37) 
Here we begin the laſting Song, 
and even when we die, 


Tis only that we may ſing on, 
To all Eternity. 


8 How bieit will be that Change by Death, 
When we that loſe ſhall gain, 
And for a Beam enjoy a un, 


And Pleaſures tree from Pain. 


— — — 


Y WN XLYV. To "IP ung 4 * XRVth Pſalm, 
Wake my Hearr and Tongue, 
A prepare a tuneful Voice, 
: In Chriſt, the Le of all my Joys, 
Aloud w'll I rejoice. 
2 'Tis he adorn'd my Sonl, 
And made Salvation mine 
Upon a poor polluted Worm, 
He makes his Graces thine- 
3 Raife your triumphant Songs, 
To an immortal Tune; 


Let the wide Earth reſound the Deed:, 
Cæleſtial Grace has done, 


4 Sing how eternal Love, 
Its chief Beloved choſe, : 
Ard bid him raiſe our wretched Race. 
From their Abyſs of Woes. 


5 Twas Mercy filld the Throne, 
And Wrath {09 ſilent by, | 
When Chriſt was ſent with Pardons down 
To Rebels doom'd to die. 
5 To my Redeemer GOD, 
W.ſdom and Pow 'r belongs, 
Immortal Crowns of Majeſty, 
And everlaiting Songs. 
| D 3 


(38) 
HY MN XLYL 


Hence, Lord, this inevanpled | Lose 
To wretched Hum an kind, 


Wbat to attract thy Heart couldit chou, 


In loathſome Sinnets nnd ? 


2 Vet loaded with our Sins and Pains 
Thou tho Dearh's Vale vouldl! ge, 
That we made Innocent and Free, 
The Way of Lite might know. 


3 VVormwood and Gall was once thy Meat, 
Thy Cup with T. rror fill'd ; 


That we might taſte the Heaven. 7 Swi eete, 


Thy Royal Banquets yit!d. 


4 Theſe are the Dainties of thy Grace, 
And Love's delicious Fare, 


The Fleſh and Bioad of God's Qzar Son, 
Oh! Love beyond compare. 


5 Theſe ſweet dear Þ! <a; 2es of thy Love, 
Declare thee il rhe (ume: 
For theſe Memcri ], of thy Craſs, 
VVe praiſe thy ſacied Name. 


6 To praiſe the Lord our Intereſt is, 
Glad Hymns of Praiſe to fing . 
And with jaſt Songs to hleſs thy Name, 
A mot celi httul Thing. 


* ——— ——— — — — — 


HY MN XLVII. 


| Chris ſouud us in his Grave, 
Next to his Heart he did us lay, 
And dyn did us fave. 


——ñI2ĩ— — ——i — — 


18 GOD, like VVurms, we crept away, 


t4 


2 The Scripture ſaith, Th Holy One 


4 Come and behold. fall'n Man is up! 


39 


Might mot corruption ſee, 
But yer he may be fed upon, 
By ſuch poor Worms as we. 


Dead Lazarus is raj* Cd 


And do's with his dear Saviour ſap, 
His Grace and Love be prais'd. 
4 May Servants thus with their Lord fit, 
43s if they were his Mates? 
Yet thus our Je(us do's permit, 
Nay more, mean while he waits. 
5 Bur L azarr's he his Friend did call, 
We Traytors to him were, 
Nor cou“ we rife without his Fall, 
What marchleſs Love 18 here! 


6 Come, happy Souls, approach bis Throne, 
Witt new melodions Songs, 
Come render to Almighty Grace, 
The Tribute of your Tongues. 


HY MN XUVIL 4s the C. Pim, 
I (58 let us go ans die with him, 


— 
_ ————— 


was content to die for us: 
Let's waurd and cruciße tboſe in:, 
that ta d our Saviour to his Croft. 


2 May holy I:gnation raiſe, 
 Ajufſi Re: enge in ev'ry Breaſt ! 
Ma v'r, Sou“ that Feſus loves, 
Tue very Thonghrs of Sin deteſt! 
3 His Lite, the Model be of mine, 
His od, the Rule to guide my Ways, 
EI“ Croſs tde Death of all my Crimes, 
H:s .ofc the Subject ot my Prat. 
es D 4 | 4 To 


LE 
4 10 the Souls inward Harmony, 
Join the ſweer Mufick of ir. Tongue, 
No jarring Thought adiitte.: he, 
No Mind umuad, no 1: tart unltty 
3 Our Sculs to thee, Lord, Me reh n, 
A'! we poijels to thee briongs: 
Thou hn onrVows;our Hearts are chine, 
And tou fi; - ever have our Jongs. 

5 With CO: , let his Alrar fone. 
Wal. nt ateful Thanks expres, 
And with dad joy ins ſacred Name, 
For 511 5 Ac: 5 orf rr Diese. 


* 
5 


— — — — 8 ——— — — 
HYMN XOX. 
Appy are thoſe or Le 115 1 9 10 


In his ble Courts ro 9 
ths Provf-s fill their Ta: W 8 37 
Their Tongue his Glory 221 
W ih a Cxleſtial Paquet be 
His Taples richly ipread, 
Thc Wine's th: Tincture of his Vein, 
lis Body is the Bread. 


3 Joy from bis To ments verterier, 
Life in his Death have found: 

And the ReProacurs of is Cris, 
Shall be vith Gloy croan'd. 


4 Who can to love thy N me forbear, 
That of thy Suif r1gs bears 
And finds the Ranſom of his Su! 
Was Bicad, as well as Tea: s ? 
Od my our Sine, that made thee hive, 
Al on ty C 2rvis expire! 
Oh hay tc Joys thy Banq det giver, 
aua! Oui ar De - } » 


— — TI, * 


— 7 


( 41 ) 
6 o ſpall we count upon the Wings 
Ot emerfel Hope and Love, 
Ao te deem the Sougs that vie 

Sal, heiter 1:28 Above. 


ä 


5 HT NN 1. 
11 T9 t ht and plorious is the Place, 
1 Wicre Bread oi Life is gi- a! 
Tais urely is the Houſe of GOD, 
Tals is the Gate of Heav'a, 
2 Here Faths of Lift thou doſt diſplay, 
Which fo thy Preſence lead. 
a. Vere Pleaſures dwell without Allay, 
' And Joys that never fade. 
| 3 When hall I mount to that bright Sex 
| Of uncreated ſoys ; 
| Wich in the Realms above; 
Tiriumphent Sims poſſeſs. 
| 


— —————— Da_—_——_ 


} -» Then (hall 1 fee his lovely Face, 

Wich ſtrong immortal Eyes, 

And feaſt upon his unknown Grace, 
Wim Pleafure and Surprize. 


5 If Saints on Earth are ſick of Love, 
And vitch thee long to be, 


Oh then ho (tall ve burn with Lore, 
| hen Face to Face we (ce! 

5 For this let's fing the Lamb's new Song, 
| Aud alfo-tim adore? Od Fer 

| The Nome; conmp, we ſhall be 

| With him for erermorr. 


HYMN 


( 42 


HYMN it. 

11 Ook up my mournf.! Soul te hun, 
L Whoſe Drath was thy leer:: 
And bumbly view rhe living Streu, 

Flow from his bleedin;; Heart, 
2 He ſunk beneath onr heavy Wo , 
To raiſe us to h's Throne: 
There's ne cr 2 Gift his Hand he. ont, 
But cott his Heart a Groag. 

3 This was Compaſſion like a GOD, 
That wicn the Saviour knew, 
The price ot Pardon muſt bt's Blog, 
His Pit ne er witadrew. 

4 Tho' now he reigns ezalted Eph, 

Iis Lore is ſtül as great, 

Well he rememders Calnary, 
Nor let h's Saints forget. 


While utting round his Board, 
And back to Cal vat Ne flies, 
To vie her bleeding Lord. 
| 6 Tae praiſe thar to thy Love belongs, 
We will wita joy proclaim, 
Thy Love of all our grat-ſul Son7s, 
Shall be tlie conſtaur Theme. 


—— 


5 Our humble Faith here rakes her Riſe, 


— — — — ᷑ĩꝓ— ů — —— — ——— nn 


HYMN III. 


5 OW are thy. Glorie: bere plaid, 
| Orea: 60, now brig ht they Hine! 


W-le at ty Board we cat in} Breat, 
And drink the richeſt Wine. 
| IM 


(430 


2 Here thy revenging Jultice ſtands, 
And pleads its dreadful Caule : 
Here Me cy's Bowels roll and yern, 
Toward's Adam's falln Rice. 

3 Thy Saints attend with ev ry Grec2, 
On this great <acr ice: 
Their Lo c apps ith cheertu! Face, 
An Fana with fixed Eyes. 


4 Orr abs im vaiting Poſtare fits, 
Wind tor the Realms ot Liglit 
H-:e ev'ry wariner Patlion -mec ts, 
And warmer Pow'rs unite. 


5 Ze I and Revenge vertorm their part, 
And ring Sin deitroy : 

Renenrance comes with aking Heart, 
Yer not forb:ds the Joy. 


Dear Saviour change our Faith to Sights 
Le: Sin for ever die, 
Then ſhall our Souls be all detivhr, 
And ev'ry Tear be dry. 
HYMN LIII. 
O God rhe Lord a Hymn of Praile, 
| With graretul Voices fing, 
In Songs of Triumph tune the Hear, 
And firike czch warbling Strity. 


2 Our Lord is good, freſh Aﬀtsof Grine, 
His Pity itil! ſopplies, 
Ilie ger moves with lei ure page, 
Lis willinz Mercy flies. 
3 His Preſence nes} in Giſtreſ-, 
Ang all my Griefs control, 
His Beams, when Frouble 2 nme rennt, 


Revive my farting dau 


(44) 4 
4 With all the ſtrenath of warm Deine: ES 
I do thy Smiles implore, L 
Unto my vourded vou diſcoſe, - 4 
Thy Mercy s boundle{s rorrs. 
5 Then will I fay thy Fea zie ſweet, 
Ob what Die n- R pa! 
How much more grat- tu! Lori they be, 
Than Hop-; io my Tait | | 
6 Vihar a ao Tmio2 Sight is chis! 6 
A righteous Saviout's B! o, 


The Bath of Sin. the S131. of Bhs, 
Molt pe. mo (u cer d HO. 
7 Behold rhe My erire of bs Grace, 885 
His Table I re difplaye, | „ 
Oh how the i our dens ſhou'd more, ] 
And Tongn's fo'cgtags Praue! | TT, kW 
8 Here we are of © to view thy Love, 
Tbro' Fig s, and in part, 5 
But how mud greater Toy will't by, DD 
To) ſee ice as tuou r | = 
= | 5 | 
—* * MN UW. A. the XXVeh Mas 
OW ma; eur joyivl T neue;, s 3 0Q 
25 Our Mk Honour ng, „ 
{Jus the Pric re: cize: eur Hongs, I 
oh” bears em to the Hur g. | Id 
2 Vie bow befor: lis Face, | 4 O! 
And found His (3: Ses bs ich, | 0 * 
Iloſanna! to the GOD of Grace, Le 
That lays h;: Touncer * 
. | 5ln 
And- wig:znts all A 5 
Put, Lord, ho Meal ar- 2 ie .. 
To ſpeak i mortal Love. | 1 | p 


( 45) 
4 How jarr* 22, and how low, 
Art ail the Notes we üng! 
C-woer Saviour tune our SONgS anew, 
| and they ſill pleaſe the king. 


7 Salvation to the Ki , 
"Thar ſits enthcon'y Above: 
| | Thus we adore the GOD cf Might, 
b. And bleſs tht GOD of Loves 
6 Our Thovehrs ſarmount the Sites, 
And look ithin the Vail. 
There 5 rings of endic{s Pleaſures rife, 
Sweet Sprir.'s that never tail. 


1 
— — 


U Y WAN LV. Ar * + © Plum. 
N brate ty mns, let Saints > 
15. boral's Grace and Wer Lore; 
1 2 e Mic lame inſp. es the Song, 
07 21 che ear ly Hoſt Above. | 
2 Deſerad, oh King of Saints! deſcend, 
by thy her puts eita! teat, 
PFreſh Joy to eviy3 al extend, 
That at ily Table nds a Seat. 


Come deareit Lord. d fend and dwell, 
By Brams of Love ww ov 17 Breaſt, 
Then fill we Enow. and taſte, and feel, 
T hole Joys that carnaut * expreic. 
| 4 Oh King of Gluty ! on us Mine, 
0 Who thy rich 15 Die now furround, 
Let not our Sins «Clipe thy Face, 
Since thou haſt {tcl a Niem found. 


5 In thine own Ways ol Gol of Lore! 
Ve wait the Vuits of thy Grace, 
Onr Souls deſire is If; ny V _ 
5 vn Kio Remvinratwe of thy Face. 
* | 6 tk 


No 


(46) 
Here, Lord, will we freſh Altars raiſe, 
To GOD who i, our only ſoy, 


— —0ü—Läĩ . 6——:—2n: ——— ð — —-— —— — — ¹ 


HT MN LV. 
IN rain ws laviſh out our Lives, 
To gather empty Wind: 
The choiceſt Bleſſings Earth can yield, 
Will ſtarve a hungry Mind. 


2 Bur kere our hungry Souls are fed, 
Viich more ſubſtantial Meat, 
With (uch as Saints in Glory love; 

With ſuch as Angels eat. 
3 Lord, how Divine thy Comforts are, 
Ho Heavenly 1; the Place, 
Where Fe/:s ſpreads the ſacred Feaſt, 
Ok his redeeming Grace. 


J Re ſpe ks, and ſtrait immortal Joys 
Inſpires iny drooping, Heart, 
My Soul melts down at that dear Voice, 
Fm please d in ev ry part. 
5 Come ner, come nearer yet and move 
Ty (erteſt Lips to mine, | 
For why, thy Love, who art all Love, 
Exceeds the richeſt Wine. 
5 For ibis ll bleſs my Chriſt and King, 
And endleſs Praiſe proclaim, 
This Tribute daily I will bring, 
Atid ever bleſs his Name. 


On the dear Myſtery of his Croſs, 


V AI 


(47) 
HYMN Tun. 


j  Lory to ttie Pterna! Word, 

'Tis he our Souls bas fed, 

1:01 art our living Stream, 6 Lord! 
And our immortal Bread. 


2 The Mann. came from lower Skies, 
But Ace from Above, 
Where the ireſh Springs of Pleaſure riſe, 
And Rivers flow from Love. 


3 His Fieſh is Food and Phylick too, 


A Balm for all our Pains: 
And the red Streams of Pardon flow 
Out of bis bleeding Veins, 
4 VVhen we tranſgreſt jehorah's Law, 


Jehovah's Son atones : 


The Triumphs of his Groans. 


5 My{erions Lore! thy Depths I ling, 
tew Nuure's GOD did die; 


How Death was conquer'd by the Dead, 
Unon Mount Caitary. 


5 Extol bis Love in lofty Eymrs, 
_ His wondrous VVorks rehearſe, 
Make them the Theme at your U:icourle, 
And Subject of your Verſz. 


— 
— 


HYMN Cuil. 


Own headlong fron! their natir eSeat, 
The rebel Angels fell; 


"And Thunderbolt, of flaming VVrath 
Pur lud em deep to Hell. 


(289 
2 Down from the Fleight of earrhly Bliſs, 
| Re ellic is Man Was! thrown, 
Bur Feu. oon to take him up, 
To tave's Life: oF bis oan 
3 Oh rhe] der, gur nog: daily ſwim, 
In thi vai Scar of Grace, 
Muſt GOD's F ond Darling die, 
To ſave a es R. ce ? 


4 Mutt 4ngels fink for erer down, 
And burn in endleſs Fire, 
VVieic God forſakes his brighteſt Throne 
Fo raiſe us VVretches higher. 


3 Our guilty Treaſons call d aloud, 
For Chains of Darkneſs too: 
Oh! Sovereign Work of Grace that con 'd 
diſtinguiſh Rebels ſo. 


6 Oh! for this Love let Earth and Skies, 
VVith Haliclujah's ring, 
And the full Choir of human Tongues, 
All Hallelujah ting; 


— — 


— — 


HYMN IX. 47 the C. Pſalm. 
Ehol the Roſe of Sharon here, 

'B The Lilly which the Valleys beard 
Behold the Tree of Life that gives, 
Relreſhin g Fruit, and healing Leaves. 

2 Beneath bis cooling Shade I far, 

To fhiel(' nie from the burning Heat: 
Of Hravenly Fruit he ſpreads a Feaſt, 
To teed my Ever, and pleaſe my Taſte. 


3 Kindly be brovgit me to the Place, 
VVhere Hands the Bar quet of his Grace, 
He (aw we furnr, and o'er my Head, 

Th: Banner of his Love he ſpread, 


(49) 
4 The gladneſs of this happy Day, 
Our H-art« wou'd wiſh it long to ſtay : 

Nor le ou Furh forlake its Hold. 
Nor Comfoit fink. nor Love grow cold. 
5 I charge you all, ye Earrhly Toys, 
Approach not to diſturb my Joys; 
Nor Sin, nor Hell come near my Heart, 

Nr cauſe my Saviour to depart. 


6 Feſus. thou everlatting King, 
Accept the Tribute which I bring: 
Accept the well deſerv d Renown, 
And wear my Praiſes as thy Crown. 
—  — — —— — — 
wy | * M N LX. N 
OR D draw me with the Cords of Love, 
And Ill run after thee : D 
Faw wou'd I come, bur caanot move, 
Sin ſo enfecbles me. 


2 But, Lord, if thou wilt draw, III come, 

My GOD, thy Feaſt is ſweet ; 1 
— Thy Preſence-Chamber is the Room, 
Where Souls and Pleaſures meet. 


| 3 My earthly Pleaſures I forget, 
| To taink upon thy Love, 
All upright Souls their Minds do . 
On thee my Lord Above. 


| 4 None but a eſs, none but he, 
He is the chiefeſt good. 
My Feſw is the — Tree, 
And others barren Wood. 
5 He is a Shadow from the Heat, 
Of Conſcience, Wrath, and Hell, 
Ke is true Manna, Heav'nly Meat, 
bal) N 
4 B 
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6In grateful Thanks let Iſrael then, 
Their cheerful Voices raiſe, 
And w here the great A jembly meets, 
. torch his glorious Þr:i(e. 


— ——— — . i. 


HYMN IXI. 


1 FE OW ſhall I fing that Majeſty, 

| Which Angels do admire p | 

How in the V ook my ſelf employ, 
Of the Cæleſtial Quire ? 


2 They ſing becauſe thou art their Sun: 
Lord fend a Beam on me; | 
For where Light is but once begun, 
There Hallelujahs be. 


3 Enlighten with Faith's Light, my Hearr, 
Enflame it with Love's Fire, 
Then ſhall I fing, and bear a part, 

Wich the Czleftial Quire. 


4 1 ſhall, 1 fear, be dark and cold, 1 
With all my Fire and Ligbt; | 
vet when thou doſt accept their Gold, 

Lord treaſure up my Mite. 6 


5 To whom, Lord, ſhou' d ] ſing but thee, 
The Maker of my Tongue? 
Lo! other Lords wou'd ſeize on me, 
But I to thee belong. 


6 Myſterious Depths of endleſs . 
| Our Admirarion raiſe : : 
My GOD! thy Name exalted is, 
Higb, far above our Praiſe. 9 


«Dd 
YN 


(5) 
HYMN LXII. 
13 Y eſus he is Stren ro me, 

M' ten 1 do faint te 


He's Health in Sicknels, Life i in Death, 
la VVar, he's Victory. 


2 In Famine he is Food to me, 
In Thirſt he's Royal * 
No want can be attending me, 
Since Chriſt, the Lord, is mine. 
3 My J eſus he is Light to me, 
V'Vhen 1 in Darkneſs go. 
Such Fulneſs in my Feſws is, 
That I no want ean know. 


4 My Feſus be is Liberty, 


VVhen Bondage do's enſlave: 
My Jeſus he is all to me, 
VVhate er my Soul can crave. 


5 Tho we be poor, in him we're rich, 
Tho weak, in him we re ſtrong 

VVhen with ring, in this Tree of Life, 
| _ VVe flouriſh all along. 


6 My Cbri# he is the Heav'n of Heav'n, 


My Chriſt, what ſhall I call, 


My Chri# is Eirkt, my Chrif is Laſt, 5200 


My Cbriſt is All in All. 


7 All Hail to thee, exalted Prince, 


Our Hoſbind, Brother, Friend, 
To thee be Honour, Glory, Praiſe, 
To Ages without end. 


E2 HYMN 
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HYMN IXIũ. 4s the C. Pſalm. 


1 T* OR thee, O Lord! our conſtant Praiſe, 
KL In Ston waits, thy choſen Sear, 
Our promis d Altars there well raiſe, 
And all our zealous Vews compleat, 
2 Bleſt is the Man, who near thee plac'd, 
VVirhin thy ſacred Dwelling lives : 
VVhile we at bumbler diſtance taſte, 
The vaſt Delights thy Temple gives. 
3 Thy Mercies, Lord, ſhall be my Song, 
My Song on them {ſhall ever dwell, 
To Ages yet unborn, my Tongue, 
Thy never - failing Grace ſhail tell. 
4 For ſuch ſtupendious Scene of Lore, 
Both Heavn and Earth j att Praiſes owe, 
By Choirs of Angels ſung Above, 
And by aſſembled Saints Below. 


H Y M N LXIV. A ee CXLVIIIch Plalm. 
1 Reat Prophet of my GOD, 
My Tongue wou'd bleſs thy Name, 
By thee the joyful News - 
Of our Salvation came. 
The joyful News 
Of Sins forgiv'n, 
Of Hell ſubdu'd, 


And Peace with Hear n. 


2 Feſus my great High-Prieft, 
Offer d his Blood and dy d, 
My guiky Conſcience ſeeks 
No Sacrifice beſide. 
His powerful Blood 
Did once atone, 
And now it pleads 
| Before the Throne. 
3 My 


(53) 
3 My Dear Almighty Lord, 
My Conquercr and King, 
Thy Scepter and thy Sword, 
Thy reigning Grace I ſing. 
Thine is the Power, 
Behold I (it, 
In willing Bonds, 
Before thy Feet. 
4 His choſen Saints to Sraee, 
He ſets their Horn on bigh, 
And favours Jſrae's Race, 
Who till to him are nigh. 
Ob! therefore raiſe, 
Vour grateful Voice, 


And ſtill rejoice, 
The Lord to praĩſe. 


| > RD —_ a—_— — — . — 


HYMN LXV. 


Wie ſee thee at thy Table Lord, 
By Faith, with great Delight: 

Oh how Mend 2 theſe Joys will be, 

VVhen Faith is turn'd to Sight! 

2 VVe ſee how erw VVound of thine, 

A precious Balm diftills, 

VVhich heals the VVounds that Sin has made, 
VVith Joy the Sinner fills. 


| 3 Thy Wounds are Moutbs that preach thy Gracie 


The Characters of Love, 
The Seals of our expected Bliſs, 
In Paraziſe Above. 


4 Since thou for us ba't born a Croſs, 


Ti.o' free from cry Crime: 
How great ſhuu'd be our Love to thee ! 
Our Praiſes, how ſublune! 


E 3 3 And 


CHI 
5 Ard tho! thy Rent we cannot make, 
Till thou ſhalt bleſs our Store, 
Yer. Lord, we pray thee ſtoop and take 
This Mite, till we have more. 
6 And yet, alas! what can we do? 
W hat ſhou'd our Preſent he? 
Thou art ſo high, and we fo low, 
Yea nor1ng unto Thee. 


HY MN CXVL! 
1 A Wai: my <Scn!, here Feſws ſtands, 
He looks. he breaths. he moves, 
By Faith thou may*i diſcern him plain, 
In this ſweet Fraſt of Loves. 
2 And art thou here, ndeed. my Lord! 
Draw nearer yer to me, 
And nearer, nearer, my Dear Lord, 
Too rear thou cant not be. 
3 Dear Ius come and viſit me, 
A Stranger do not prove: 


Heal Wounds of Sin ſpeak Peace, that I 


Thy Voice may brar and love. 


4 Sweet Spirit come, like Southern Galzs, 


Within me breath and more: 
Blow up my perk imo a Flame, 
Tbat I may burn with Love. 


5 'Tis Love that makes my cheerful Feet, 
In ſwift O edience move; 
The Devils know, and rrenible roo, 
Zut Devils cannot love. PK 


6 Ye Angels, and triumphant Saints, 
Praiſe ye our Lord Above, 
While we bis Servants here belgs. 
Extol his Praiſe, and Lore. 


* N 
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* "FS Heavens high are not too high, 


Chriſt's mighty Praiſe may rhither fly. 
The Earth beneath 1s not too low, 
Hu Praiſes there may alſo grow. 


2 Let Earth in ev'ry Corner ſing, 


The high Praiſes of Cbriſt my King. 
Immortal Heat my Heart in{pire, 
Let thy bright Flame ſet it on fire. 

3 On fire, that may my Sins conſume, 
And Heart with OJours iwcct Serfume: 
Then will I with the grateful Train, 

' In Hymns ſend back chy Fire 2gain, 


4 Take Wing, my Soul, and upwards fly, - 


To the bleit ano bright Fields of Day. 
Here's nothing, nothing, here below. 
That can deſerve thy longer ſtay. 


5 How long, Great GOD! how long muſt 1 
Immur'd in this dark Priſon lie? 
long to ſee that Excellence, 
Which at ſuch dittance ſtrikes my Senſe. 
6 When ſh1ll I leave this mortal Sphere, 
And be all Mind, all Eye, all Ear? 
When ſhall I at the Centre come, 
That native Scat of Reit and Home * * 


8 —— — — — — ͤw— ad 


n Y MN LXVIII. 


Xtended on a Croſe, we ſee, 
The Lord whom we adore, _ 
Both giving and receiving Wounds, 
* in triumphant Gote. 5 


4 2 Loox 


- 
A 


5 * 
2 Look bow he bends his gentle Head, 
ird gleſſines (rom the Tree, 
How ie unlocks bis Vital- Spiings, 
Ih tie may ſpriog in me. 
3 To c re our Wounds, and putrid Sores' 
Was pau'd in ey I mb; 
His Cr. 1» our Tree of Lne, became 
A Treo Death ro hm. 


4 Ren -aber all hu mighty Deeds; 
His Sor eus a review ; 
Herr be abary'd bis Glorious Self, 
To bleed and die for you. 
5 W! ©: Love our highe' Tho'ts ſurmount, 
a reer car be expreſi, 
Yet ſomcthing o it ue may tell, : 
Aud wonder out the ret. 
6 Oh ! then to him that loved thus. 
And cancell'd out our Score. 
In the pure Steam of his own Bli.od, 
Be praiſe for evt mere. 


55 HYMN LXIX. 
1 HP bright cxle{Hal Dove g ine on, 
1 And tender'd me hy Wings 
Jo mount ne upward to a Crown, 
And bri bt immortal Tinn's. 
2 Cre GOD! I am aſh m'd 10 ſay, 
- That | re us thy Dore, 
Ann ferr tv Spri g e any, | 
To his own R-alii's ot Love, | 
3 Now Lore. {tr one ev vin} aH, e, 
Al nce hom thy (cer Face, 
T::- edel cart po nie » ande, 3 
but links beneath thy Grace, | 


\ 


4 O'c:rcome 
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4 O'ercome by Sovereign Grace, I fall, 
And at try Croſs I lie; 
I throw my Self my Soul, my All, 
And weep, and love, arid die. 


5 1 weep mv own Deſerts to fee, 
In what my Saviour bore, 
And finding his rransferr'd to me, 

1 love, and J adore. 


66 When all defil'd with Sin I] was, 

He bled ro waſh me clean; 

To him be Honour, Glory, Praiſe, | 
For — Amen. 


— 


A—_ — 


Fhold the Glories of the Lamb, 
Upon his Father's Throne 
Prepare new * ge for his Name, 
And Songs before nnknown, 
2 Aſcribe all Glory to our Lord, 
| Who is altogerher Fair, 
5 Created Beauties are but Shades, 
| | If they with him compare. 
3 The leſſer Lights all diſappear, 
When once my Sun do's fhine, 
And ino Ten thouſand Lords were here, 
No u' d compare with mine. 


4 In da keit Shades, if he appear, 
My Dawnt:ig is begun: 


Chri# is my oul's bright Morning - Star, 
And he my Rifing-Sun 


5 Sure rn, the Gate of Heaven i is, 

Metbiaks I'm eme ing in, 
Where I tha!t always ſee bis Face, 

Aad grieve no more for Sin. 
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6 Ten thouſand Praiſes let us give, 
Io our bleſt Lord on high; 


Let Heart, and Lip, and Life combine, 
| 10 make the Melody. 


5 LES 
I AT my 5oul, awake my Voice, 
And Tunes of ple ſure ſing: 
Sing Songs 0 celebrate the Death, 
07 Faccl's GOD 21:4 KING. 


2 I fing the Miracle of Love, 
It's Wondrrs who can tell? 
Love it ſeif is i! Mirzc'e 

Love dies for Man that fell. 


3 How condeſcending, and how kind, 

Was GODs Errrnal Son! 
Oar Miſeries cach'd his tender Mind, 
And Pity brought bim down. 

4 When prelt by GOD Almighty's Wrath, 
lis Eyes in Tears were ſpent, 
Nay more, his Body weeps all o'er, 
His mighty Grief to vent 


5 Marbles can weep, and cannot 1? x 
Pardon, Lord, Crr:# makes wood, 
My want of flowing Trars and Groans, | 
| Wich bis pure Stream of Bloud. 
6 My Heart that ilint y ſtubborn Thing, 
. That Terres cannot more, 
That fears no Threatning of 'thy * 
Shall be diſſolr d by Lore. 


HYMN 


N 
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HYMN LXIXII. 


is Works g. ett Gabriel ings | 


I: a too ſceble Praile: 
And la ours on hi: ſpeaking Strings, 
To reach thy Vraiſe in . ain. 


2 Then how ſhall trembling Mortals dare, 
To fing tby glorious Grace, 
Beneath chy Feet we lie ſo far, 
At diſtance from thy Face. 5 
3 Great GOD! indulge a mortal Tongue, 
Nor let thy Thunders riſe, 
While we in Tears, and feeble Song, 


Attempt thy glorious Praiſe. 


q 4 We fing our Saviour's wondrous Death, 


He conquer'd when he fell; 
I finiſh'd. (aid his dyinz Breath, 
He dy'd, and conquer'd Hell. 
s GOD's Wrath was allo finih' d too, 
And Juttice ſatisfy d, 
When Chri#t was made a Suarihes, | 
For Mao, that ſhou'd have dy'd. 4 


6 *Is ſiniſh d, cry d our dearett Lord, 


When he hang on the Tree: 
Oh! what a pleaſant ound was this, 
What be did. *rw.:s for me. 


— 


> * E 'N LXX!'l. As the CXLVIIs Plum. 


E holy Angels bright, 
Which beſore 6005 Throne, 
And dwell in glunous Light, 
Piarſe ye tne Lord each One. 
Lou there ſo nigh, | 
Fitter than we, 
Dark Sinners be, 
For Thins) fo high. 
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2 Nor let his Praiſes grow, 
| On Profp'rons Heights alone, 
But in the Vales below, 
Let his great Lore be known. 
Let no Di'reſs, 
Curb and controul, 
My vinged Soul, 
And Praiſe ſuppreſs. 
3 My Sou bear thuy thy part, 
Tr1u:iph in GOD Above, 
Ard with a well tund Heart, 
Sing thy Reveemer?s Love: 
Thou srt his own, 
Whoſe precious Blood, 
Shed for thy good. 
His Love made knoun. 


4 Now let my Soul ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down, 
My Captain le. ds me torth, 
To Corgquett and a Crown. 
A feeble Saint 
Shall win the Day, 
Tho' Death and Hell 
Odtitruct rhe Way. 


HYMN LXXIV. 


Ts for my Sins my Sovereign Lord 
: Huna on a curſed Tree, 
And groan'd away a dying Life, 

For thee, my Soul, for thee. 


< Whilit with a melting broken Heart, 
My ͤwurther'd Lord 1 view, 
Fll raſe Revenge azainft my Sins, 
Aud Qy the Murderers i00s 


3 Forgive 


| 3 Forgive my Guilt, oh Prince of Peace! 


(6t) 
I'll wound my GOD no more: 


Hence from my Heart, ye Sins be one, 
For Feſus 1 adore. ' © 12885 


1 4 Lord I have long abus d thy Love, 


Too long indulg'd my din, 
My aking Heart e en blceds to think, 
What Rebel I have been. 


5 Now to my Soul, Immortal King, 
Speak ſome torgiving Word ; 

Then *rwill be double Joy to bng, hes 
The Glories of my Lord. | 


. | 6 Then, Lord, in thee will I rejoice, 


give 


4 The Brigbtneſs of thy Face, 


Who didit the Curſe remove, . 
I' dlels the Lamb with cheerful Voice, 
And ſing bis bleeding Love. 


1 cleanſe our ſpotted Souls, 
And waſh away our Stains, 

in the dear Foyntain> that thy Son, 
Ponr'd from his dying Veins. 


2. Not all the Blood of Beaſts, 
On Fer iſh Altars (lain, | 
Can give the guilty Conſcience Peace, | 
Or waſh away the Stain. 


| 3 But Chri# the Heav'nly Lamb, 


Takes all our Sins away, 
A Sacrifice of nobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they. 


To us, oh Lord! difplay, 
And as thy Mercies ſtill 
@ Lord! increaſe our Joy. 


y 


b | 
—— — 
. — 
4 
- 
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5 Since Mercy is the Grace, 
Tat mit exalcs thy. Name, 
Forg ve our tainous Sins, O Lordi 
And we'll adrance thy Fame. 
6 To GOD the only Wiſe, 
Our Saviour, and our King, 
Ler all rhe "ants below the Skies, 
Their humble Praiſes f Ing. 


* 


H N LXXVI. 
V'T ! praiſe the Lord in this bleit Place, 
To which bis Goodneſs largely flows; 


_ Unveil'd, in per ect Glory ſhows. 


2 The Lamb there fills the glorious Throne, 
And ſhedsaround his righteſt Beams; 


There ſhall we feaſt on his rich Love, 


And drink full Joys from living Streams. 


3 We yield our Pow'rs to his Commands, 
Io him we conlecrate our Days, 
| Perpetual Bleflings irom his Hands, 
Demand perpetual Songs of Praiſe. 


4 Bur, Mighty GOD! our feeble Tongues, 
I van attempt thy Name to raiſe, 
Since Angels with their loftier Songs, 
Faint in the Worſtup, and the Pralle. 


5 Was ever equal Pity found, 
The Prince of Life refign'd his Breach, 


Chriſt pour'd his Life op: on the Ground, 
To ranſom guilty Worms from Death, 


6 In vain our mortal Voices ſtrive, 
| To ſpeak Compaſſion fo Divine, 
Had we a thouſand Lives to give, 


Praiſe him in Heaven. nere he his Face, 


A thouland Lives fhou'd all bo thine._ E 
r 


s Declines all Guards for his deferice, 


| 


(6). 


| 1 Y MN n 
Ere let us breath a while, and view, 
| The ſad'ſt Picture Sorrow e er drew, 
The Lord of Life nail'd to a Tree, 
Crown'd with ſharp Thorns and —_—_ 
2 Full three long Hours he did ſuſtain, 
Moſt exquifire and piercing Pain, 
So long the Sun its Light withdrew, 
Wondring how th* Stars his Death cou d view. : 
3 Long was he willing to decline, | 
Th' Encounter of the Wrath Divine; 


Thrice twas he ſent for his releaſe, 
Pathetick Embaſſes of Peace. 


4 At length his Love o'ercame his Doubt. 
And fo the bloody Flag bung on. ; 
And now the Tragic! 


Scene's diſp 1 lay d 
Floods of Grieſs beide $ cs are * a 


5 When he's ſeiz'd on by warlike Bands, 


With Cords they bind his ſacred Hands; | 


But, oh! what nothings wou d they prove 
But for thoſe ſtronger ones of Love. 


i 
c 


But that of his dear Innocence: 
Freely ſheds his Blood, to ſupply, . 
Wich Men, the Ruins of the Sky. "i 
7 Here here, my Soul, ſtop and admire! 
” ſee the Prince of Life expe? . © 
Can we this gloomy Scene review, ID "4 3 
And all our Wounds not bleed anew? * - 
8 Such wondrons Love awakes the Lip, a 
Of Saints that were almoſt aſleep, * 
To ſpeak the Praiſes of thy Name, | 
ns makes our cold get ame. ; 
. HYM LY 44 
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' HYMN T KNVAL.. 
Pa, vain World, Ih Adieu. 
Thou not fi't, dut clay : | 
Thy Throne, b do ſend forth new 
And more refined Joy. 


2 There Pleaſure rolls its hving Floods, 
| From Sin and Droſs fin“: 


Still ſpringing from tne Throne of GOD, 
To cheer rhe eaaled ind. . 


3 Dread Sovereign, 
As thou doit | ſmile or frown, 
_ Grov'ling Mortals find Eaſe in Chains, 
Or Anguiſh in a Crown. | 
4 With broken Heart, ani fervent Cries, 
Umo thy Croſs I fly ; 
Tho other Hopes, and Refuge fail, 
On thee I can rely. 


5 The Blood deſcending from thy Wounds, 


| Is Oil and Wine to ours ; 
No Eaſe till rby kind Hand, this Balm, 
Into my Conſcience puurs. | 


6 Then will I bleſs and praiſe the Lamb, 
Ohl that my Lips cou'd move, 
In Strains immortal as hu Name, 

And melting as his Lore. 


—_—— 


ard my Saviour Lord, | 


„ HYMN. IXXIX. 
Aid I not, I wou'd fin no more, 
a) Witneſs, my GOD, I did, 

Let I'm run again on the Score, 
My Faults cannot be hid. 
2 What ſhall I vow, and not perform? 
My Vows, when ſhall I keep? 
. GOD, my VowsT'll vow again, 

And if I break 'em, weep. 


3 Yea 


1 b 


I Por thee a curſed Death to die, 


(65) 


4 Yea, Ill weep for my broken Vows, 
. Vil grieve and weep again; 

Sure ſolemn Vows, rene vd by Tears, 
Cannot be {till in vain ? 


4 To thee my Sighs, my Tears aſcend, 
gowels of Pity hear; 
Lord of my coul, Love of my Mind, 
Bow down thy gentle Ear. 
5 To thee I cry, and ery again, 
And in no rett can be, 
Till I a thanktul Heart obtain, 
A thankful Heart of the. 


6 A Heart whoſe conſtant Pulſe may rike, 
Thy Praiſe, O King of Peace, 
To praiſe is all we are to gire, 
"Tis Angels Food to praiſe. 


7 Of'rings of Praiſe to thee T'll hring, 

And wh it I bleſs thy Name, 

The juſt pcriormance of my Vows, 
To all ty Saints proclaim. 


=” Y M N IXIXX. As the Cxin Thim: 
One Royal Sien, come and finp, 


Thy Sou!'s Kind Saviour and thy King, 
8 all thy Pow'rs, thy Song *o raiſe, 
And ſince this lofry Theme? Above, 
The beit Affection of thy Lore, 
Call Heav'n's loud Choir to help thy Praiſe. 


2 Sing how his kove from Heav'n's high Throne, 
Io Earth's low Foctitool brought him down, 


Sing, that when hence he did remov e, | 
He left a Legicy of Love, 
His uredſul Preſence ro ſupply, 

y - tek 


3 Hark! hark! the Praiſes that are giv in, 

By all the glorious Holt of Heav'n, 

To this kind GOD and SAVIOUR : 

And what ſhall any Saints below, 

Think much their Praiſes to beſtow, 

On One who dy'd upon their Score? 

4 Rleſt be the Love that thus made thee, 
Fix vith our low Mortality: 

Oh! may it raiſe our Souls on high. | 
Then to the Sacred THREE in ONE, 
To Father, Holy Ghoit, and Son, 

Wal» we bing praiſe ecernalty. - 


HYMN IXXXI. 


Way dark Thoughts, awake my Joy, 
Awake my Glory, ſing. 
ing 82 to folemmze the Brth, - 
Ot I1fraei's GOD and KING. 


2 Hail bleſſed Day, wherein a Bride, 

LO Virgin, which is more, 

Brought forth a Son, the Son of God, 
To be our Saviour. 


3 lu Bet hem Town the Infant lies, 
Wittin a Place ob'cure, 
Oh little B-cbPem ! poor in Walls, 

But iich in Furniture. 

4 Our King is born without a Court, 
And exil'd from the Skies, 

Lode d in an Inn, rhe Lord of all, 
That tinful Worms might rife. 


5 My -ri0us Truth! can we believe, 
Trai Cure our Lord ſhould Be, 
Lab Shepherd and Lion too, 
Yet ſuc) a One was he. 


> —— — 


| © Sdepberd 


0% 
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s Shepherd of Men, and Angels great, 
The Holy Lamb of GOD; 


Lion and Lied of Judas Tribe, 
Supremely Great and Good. 


7 Since Fleav'n is now come down to Earth 
_ Hirher rhe Angels flo? 
Hark how the heavenly Quire fing, 
Glory to GOD on high Sia 


8 Shall Angels bright, rejoice and (ing 
And we fir filent by? 
He's born for us, and we for him, 
Cilory to GOD on big h. | 
— — > — — — — 
| HYMN LXXXII. 
'N Nature's moit delightful Scene, 
My t.ippy Portion lies, 
The Place where Saints on Earth convene, | 
All other Lands outvies. 


2 My ThanksI'! publiſh here, and ſpeak, 
© | How, Lord, thy Love excells, 
That Seat affords me molt delight, 
lu which thine Honour dwells. 


3 Ir a dark Dungeon, as the Night, 
Il might have ſpent my Days, 
Bur thou hait ſent me Goſpel- Light, 
To thine eternal Praiſe. 


4 The Sun which roſe up in the Eaft, 
And drove their Shades away, | 
His healing Wings have reach'd the Weſt, | | 
* Aud turn'd gur Night to Day. | 
| 5 I've found the Pearl . greateſt Price, 
My Heart do's ſing for Joy, 
| Ard ling J mutt, a brit 1 have, 
rd On wat a c have 11 


1 | F '3 6 1 cannot 


(68) 
6 1 cannot live contented here, 

 _ Unieſ: I fee thy Face, 

And Heay'n without thy Preſence there, 
Wou'd be a tireſome Place. 


H Y M N XXIII. As the C. Pſalm. 


I Crt is our Theme. great Iſrael' King, 
W boſe Praiſe admirmg 3 ling. 
They fee him and from Viſion raiſe, 
To wondrous Heights their Love and Praiſe. 


2 White is tis Soul, from blemiſh free, 
Red with the Blood he ſhed for me: 
The Faireit of Ten thouſand Fairs, 

A Sun among Ten thouſand Stars. 


23 His Head the fineſt Gold excells, 
There Wiſdom in perfection dwells, . 
And Glory like a Crown adorns, | 
Tuaofe Temples once befer with Thorns, 


4 To Feſw let our Prailes rife, 
Who gave his Life a S. crifice: 
Now he appears betore his GOD, 
And for our Pardons, pleads his Blood. 


HYMN IXXXIV. 
1H {9 the full Glories of the Lamb 
N | 


— 


— 5 


Adorns the heavenly Plains, 
And he Four 4 Cherubs learn his Name, 
An: ir 11:47 ehotel Strains 
2 Oh! may bear forze humble part, 
In that 1wmer:al Song, 
We. der 80% Joy ſuall tune my Heart, 
And Lore command uiy Tongue. 


3 Sweet 


(69) 


3 Sweet Hymns of Love come let us ins. 
Let Love us act and move, 

| Lei Lovc our Voices tune to praiſe 

| Our GOD, or GOD is Lore. 


— 1 4 ho 'v extol his wondrous Grace, 
Our Woros too low will prove, 
| Yet dou ilt ne'er refuſe a Song, 


From Hearts infpir'd with Love. 
5 Thu: will we mount on ſacred Wings, I 
BH and tread the Couic; Above, os 
Nor Earth. nor all her prighteſi Things, 
1 hail tempt our meaneft Love. 


6 Come thou ſweet Object of my Love, 
From Bonds my Soul fer free: 
Come dea Lord, let's hence remove, 

W nerc Love's in Exitacy. 


7 When wilt caou led thy heav'nly Flock. 
| Where living Fourtains riſe, | 

| And Loe Di ic ſhall wipe away, 

The -crruws of ow Eyes. 


$ Where preſent Thir it ſhall leave our Souls | 
And Hunger flee as fait, | 
| And Fruit of Life's immortal Tree, 
— Shall be our ſweet Ræpaſt. 
HYMN LXXXV. 
I 0 HEN we were ceititute of Strevg?h, 
Our precious Souls to ſave, 
 Ciri ror unvodly Men at length, 
His Lite a Ranſom gat. 


2 Some tor à Friend, perhaps, wou'd die, | 
| But who wou'd for a Hoe; 
t Ze/us pour'd his Sou! to de eath, 

For us, whilit we were for 


— 


(7% 


3 Thys GON his mnchiets Love commends, 


For Man, when Man was not his Friend, 
But wrerched Enemy. 


4 Moch me re then, when that precious Bloo 
las clear'd our gmilry Score, 

Shall we 1410” him, from Wrath to come. 
Be ſav d for evermore. 


For if when Pneaies we were, 
Cbriſt dy to end the Strife; 
Much more when reconciled thaw. 
He'll fare us by his Life. 
6 Nay more. we in on: GOD rejoice, 
Thro' F-/1 Chri# our Lord. 
By whole Aronement we are now, 
To hrs tre: Love reſtor'd. 


7 ee nato the Lamb we bring, 
The Sacrifice of Praiſe. 
The grateto] Fran of thankful Lips, 
Shall hm r always. 


5: wy Y 4" * I XXXVI. As the C Palm. 

Leh de the Father. and his Love, | 
To u hole Cæbe!: 1a! >anrce we owe, 

'q Kivers of endes Jo above, | 

and Fil! of Com:ort here below. 


2 Glory to thee, gr at Son Of G00, 

From whoſe dear wounded Boy rolls 

A precio Streain of vital Blond, 9 
Pardon zud Lite for Gymy ons. 

3 We eie e Sacred 8 Sp'rit praiſe, 

Wo in nr Hern:t of Sm and ae, 

Makes h wp, prin2s of Grave artſe, 
And 1 6 baunciels Glury uw. 


HY N 


In — Chrzft to de. 1 


— — — FEEL 


1 


* 
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HYMN LIXXN VU. 
Lory to GOD the Father's Name, 
Who gave his Son for me: 


Lo! from the Cenue ot my Heart, 
To him I bow my Kuce. 


2 Glory to GOD the Son he paid, 
Who dwelt in bumbic Clay, 
And to redeem us from the dead, 
Gave his own Lite away. 


3 Glory to GOD the Spirit give. 
From whole Alanghty Pow'r, 
Our Souls rheic tigav'uly Sirth derive, 
Ang bleſs the Ha: 55 Haar. 


HYMN IXXXVII. 4s the XXV+b b. raus, 


11 ET GOD the Father ive 
For ever on our Tongues, | 
Sinners from bis firſt Love Give, 
The ground cf ail their Songs. 
2 Ye Saints employ your Breath, 
Ina honour to the Son, 
V ho bo't your Souls from Hell and Deals 
By off ring up tus own. 


3 Give to the pieit praiſe, 
Of an immortal Strain 3 
Whoſe Light and pow'riu! Grace conveys 
Salvation down to Men. 
4 Salvation! Oh the jaytul Sour!!! 
Tu p'calure to our E. 
A Sovereign Balm to cry ound, 
A Cordiat for our F as. 


7 
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H TAY txxxx. As the CXLVITI Plan 


1 Give immortal Praiſe, 
To GOD the Father's Love, 
For all my Comforts here, 
And better Hopes Above. 
He ſent his own 
Erernal Son, 
To die for Sins, 
That Man had 4 


2 'To GOD rhe Son belongs, 
Immortal Glory ron, 
Who bought us with Ins Rood, 

From everlaſting Woe ; 
And now he lives, 
And now he reins, 
And ſees rhe Fruit 
Of all bis Pans. 


3 To GOD the Sprr:rs name, 
Immortal Wo ſhip we, 
Whoſe new creatinz Puw'r, 
Makes be dead Sumer lire, 
His Work compleats 
Tae great Deiig:), 
And tills rhe Soul 
With Joy Divine 
4 To GOD the Father's Throne, 
Perperual Honour raiſe, 
Glory ro GOD the Son: 
To G00 the Spirit praiſe. 
And while our Lips 
Their Tridute bring, 
Our Faith aJores 
The Name we fog. 


1 . AT MN 


u n 


[ 


2 What ſhall I render to the Lond. 


| 4 By all Engagements, Lord, I'm thine, A 


HYMN ee eee 
875 GOD ſo tender a 1 4 


To all my poor Req Re 6d ins, 15 
y beſt aan he ſball have, "Y 9 i 
9 beſt Devorions, whilft 1 l. ve. | ; 


For all the Kindneſs be bas ſhown? 
I'll humbly offer him my Praiſe, | 
And thankfully bis Favours own. 


3 The ſolemn payment of ce Vows 2 
I made ro GOD, ſhall be my care; 
Who ſav'd me from a Death, - 
And ſhew'd my Life to him was dear. 


Thy Servant whom theu haſt ſet free, 
The very Bonds which thou baſt loqgd, 
Shall tie me faſter umo thee. 


— —— — 4 
| HYMN xc. PSALM . 
Raiſe GOD within. that ſacred Place, 

Where he his Grace beftows; 


Your wond'ring Tho'ts to Heav'n taiſe, 
| Where he tis Glory! lhows.: 


5 


2 Let all his mighty Acts of Pow'r, 


Your inward Paſſions move. 


That your Acknowledgments ſuit, 4 
Ii 2 / 


3 Since all to this Creator owe, 


12 Breath by which they live, 
Lex ev'ry Thing that breaths, to bim = 
F Cheettul Praiſes gives S 


s . HYMN 


E — H v u xen. 

Or BAPTIS M. 
AN is a Lepay from the Womb, 
an nim born ; 
= Tr ilty Son and Heir, 
= Worthy of Pain and Scorn. 

2 And doſt thou, Lord, view ſuch a One, 


3 My leprous Soul': 2 lothſome Gght, 
b But Feſus caſts an Eye, 
And bids me waſh in Fordan's rewe 
* To cure my Leptoße. 
2 4 This Echiofflen Nature's chang'd, 
3 And made as White as Snow, 
When dipt in wonder-working Streams, 
1 Which from Chriſt i Side did flow. 
; As Adam ſlept,, and from his Side, 
A4 killing Eve aroſe, . 
- So from our Ge ee whnnded Side, 
A pare Life-Founzainflows. 
6 Bleſt above Streams is Jordan s Flond, 
W hich topcherh Can amm Shore, 
ale in Ferdan's Streams, - 


Tul hog thy Pra 
in can evermare. . 


| 


4 They ſpenk thy Word, bor thou, Lord, de 


Rn 


| Of the MIN 1 K. * 


. 8 


What happy Meſſengers are theſeg 
Which my bleſt Eyes do ſec? 


 GOD's Angels in bis lower Heav'n, 2 


* 


GOD's Stewards here below. 


A hearing Ear beſtow : 
They ſmite the Nock, bur thou, my o 
| Doſt make the Waters flow. ps 


6 I bleſs my, GOD, who's wy Guide, * 
1 fing in Sin g VVays, 
VVhen Hal e, H. 

** 55 


2 


FIwls 


By whom bis Mind 1 ;;, 5 


2 
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m exalt the Lord the Lind 


| And thus we praile the Heavenly Dove. 


Terz Son, and Holy Gboſt, 
whom we adore, 
| * | Bey as it was, is no, 
W 7 .- n 


A. the xv Pſalm. 


is Graz * FATHER Praiſe, 

| Give Glory to the SON, 

And ro the SPIRIT of his Grace, 
Be equal Honour done - 


= 
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